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Summary: Mandos ' reincarnation system goes haywire, and Feanor gets 
landed on my driveway instead of Arda . Let's see how proud Noldorin 
Kings adapt to this insane place that they have been sent to by 
Eru-knows-who . 


1 . An Unexpected Arrival 

My neighborhood was always very quiet, since all the residents were 
old ladies who did nothing but sit inside and watch food network all 
day long, knitting scarves and sweaters that were a mile long. And, 
like all other elderly people who had no association whatsoever with 
the outside world, they were obnoxiously rich, probably from money 
that their grandchildren were sending them doing hard, sweaty work. 
Well, I didn't know that for all of the old ladies, but I did know it 
for one of them in particular- Mrs. Crawlish. She was a small, 
wrinkled creature that liked to irritate the others of her species 
with her dog, Dorito. 

Yes, that was his name. He was born a coffee- colored pug, but over 
the years, he had grown into a wild little thing that was bright 
orange (the failed experiment of Mrs. Crawlish to stuff him in the 
washing machine after he found a mudpit and had already dug a four 
footfeet hole in it by the time that Mrs. Crawlish arrived to pick 
him up) . 

Her son was a well-known lawyer in the big city. He did all types of 
cases, regardless of how stupid they were. He defended people ranging 
from old ladies like Mrs. Crawlish to college delinquents that had 
just taken their first swig of alcohol a week ago. He came to visit 
Mrs. Crawlish on weekends, but it was Thursday, so he wasn't home. 
That was a bit of a disappointment, since he was the main focus of 
the neighborhood whenever he came back. The ladies from across the 
street brought him cookies and several pounds of chocolate, saying 
that he was the most angelic man who had ever lived. 



I couldn't disagree with that, since I had to admit, he was quite a 
sight. With hazel- brown hair and emerald eyes, I couldn't help but 
feel a bit faint every time I saw him. Now that he wasn't here gone, 
everything was settled down, and no commotions were caused. Well, 
except for me. It was a rainy afternoon, and the fat drops of water 
hit the roof of my car like little boxes of uranium exploding on the 
roofs of poor little farmers unaware that they were being bombed. I 
had just failed the last test of the semester, and the professor said 
that if I wasn'twas not able to pull lift my grade up, I would not be 
able to get a my bachelor's degree. I had a part-time job as a 
secretary in the office a couple blocks away, but it wasn't enough to 
sustain me for the rest of my life. 

The mortgage for buying the house was nowhere near being paid, and 
taxes were being driven up like the price of tomatoes in Gertrude's 
Fresh Farmlings. No, they weren't the exotic tomatoes from a tropical 
island that disappeared under the sea a million years ago. In fact, 
they were pretty sucky. Yes, I was caught in the financial war, much 
like all the other students in my math class. We weren't in the Great 
Depression, but bills weren't exactly a piece of cake these days 
either. What the hell was going on with the US economy these days? 

I was so frustrated about the test that I accidentally drove my car 
into the trash can that had been so strategically placed on the 
driveway. I felt my car wheels crush it, the plastic splintering into 
a thousand pieces. Cursing was really was a necessity these days, but 
I still tried to limit my dirty vocab. However, this time, But, anger 
overcame me, and the words came flying out of my mouth. " #$&% 
whoever did that!" I screamed, slamming the door. The strap of my bag 

got stuck on the handle, and I pulled on it so hard that it broke. " 

Oh shit! This was my one good Salvatore Ferragamo bag! It cost me a 
fortune!" Grunting, I grabbed the broken end of the strap and stomped 
to the door. I fiddled with my keys a little, as I always did, but 
eventually fit one keyit into the keyhole. I slammed the door behind 
me again, careful not to slamdo it on my bag again. 

After a cold shower (water bills were a problem too) , I jumped into 
my pajamas and slumped onto the couch with a glass of red wine. The 
TV didn't have any channels on it, only the Lord of the Rings and The 

Hobbit movies. The film franchises had both been introduced to me 

when I was a little girl of eight years. I watched them with my 
parents in a dark room in their basement once, and I didn'tnever 
watched them again for four years. You might have thought that it was 
because the Academy-Award winning franchise were too complex for me 
to understand, but no. It was because of a nightmare that I had after 
watching them.- Iin it, Gollum had been hiding under my bed , and 
came out when I was asleep. Then, he would attack me and bite off my 
finger, just like he did to poor Frodo, (otherwise known as who was 
later called "Frodo of the Nine Fingers.") 

But now I understood the " complex" plotlines, and I had read all the 
books about a million times each. Eventually, I got bored of reading 
about Frodo, and decided to search up some Tolkien fanfiction. They 
all sucked, and were mainly about Legolas and how some poor girl 
would fall in love with him, and then they would get married and live 
happily ever after. I could tell the authors were being lazy, because 
all they did was copy every single line from the movie and split 
Legolas' lines between him and his girlfriend. They bored me to 
death, but eventually I stumbled upon a little treasure called " The 
Silmarillion" . I bought it from Barnes and Nobles for 80% off, and 



then I fell into the world of Arda . After that, I became completely 
obsessed with Middle Earth, and not just characters from the 
Fellowship. I even got a little defensive, and when I realized that 
most of the information and backstories for the girls in the 
Legomances ( Legolas + Romances) were inaccurate, I sent hate mail to 
the authors, using the dirtiest words ever created on earth. I kinda 
regret it now, but nevertheless, I didn't like the way that they 
basically took the epesse from a character in the Silmarillion ( 
which they undoubtedly googled) and set it as the name for their 
female heroine. 

I was ready to kick her ass by that point. And yes, I used " her" 
because all the Legomance authors were female fangirls. However, the 
only complaint I have about JRR Tolkien's The Lord of the Rings was 
that he never specifically stated whether or not Legolas was married. 
Most fangirls would just swoon at the sound of the words " Nope, 
Legolas is single. Oh, and Orlando Bloom just got divorced." However, 
after reading The Silmarillion and every single other Tolkien book I 
got my hands on, I did realize that elves got married at a relatively 
young age, with ( many) exceptions. But, if Legolas was the prince of 
the Woodland Realm, he was probably already married with kids. Sorry, 
crazy fangirls, your man has been taken. 

I had investigated the topic quite a lot, and that was the conclusion 
I finally came to ( but mostly just to get revenge on those 
ridiculous Legomance writers) . So, back to reality. I lifted the 
remote to continue watching The Two Towers. Outside, thunder boomed 
and lightning flashed across the sky. The heavy rain almost drowned 
out the sound from the movie, but I didn't really need it; I had 
memorized the script by heart. I was almost to the part when Aragorn, 
Legolas, and Gimli met up with Gandalf the White, when a ridiculously 
big lightning streak flashed across the sky, and the thunder was so 
loud that my wine vibrated. A window flew open on my left, and I 
groaned. Hastily inserting my feet into my bunny slippers, I rushed 
over to close it, and saw a dark shadow lying on my driveway. I 
gasped and jumped back, but then approached my window again. I saw 
that it was in the shape of a man, and lay motionless on the 
concrete . 

I ran outside, abandoning my slippers and grabbing my phone from 
where it lay on the kitchen counter. The rain landed hard on my head, 
and I was soon soaked from head to toe. As I neared the man, I saw 

that he was in a silk tunic embroidered with intricate, gold, 

designs. His hair was raven-black, and although his eyes were closed, 
his face was by far the most handsome I had ever seen my entire life. 
And yes, he was wayyyy better looking than Mrs. Crawlish's son. 
However, the thing about him that shocked me the most was his ears, 
because they were pointed. The man lying on my driveway was an elf, 

and not an elf that works with Santa in the north pole, but an elf 

from Arda. At that moment, I basically forgot to breathe. 

I slowly bent down over him, staring in wonder. I placed a finger 
under his nose, and felt warm air currents on my skin. I pulled my 
hand back, but then I moved it closer to him again. This time, I 
dared to get so close as to stroke his face. But, the moment that my 
hand made contact with his cold, pale skin, his eyelids flew open, 
and beneath them lay dark, fiery eyes. Before I knew it, he me pinned 
to the wet ground, a sword at my throat ( Where had that come from?), 
his knee on my chest. " Who are you, and where am I?" He growled. 



I was too in shock to reply, and I only stared at him in wonder. Wow, 
he was really hot, even when he was angry and about to kill me. " I 
asked you a question, mortal! Where am I?" He asked again, louder 
this time. 

I was shaken out of my trance, and realized that this tall, dark, 
handsome elf was an inch away from slitting my throat. " You are in 
New York City, which is nowhere near Middle Earth! Please don't kill 
me! I still have to get my bachelor's degree! I wanna die with a 
husband and thirty grandchildren surrounding me!" I cried, my words 
getting scrambled up, just like my brain right now. The elf released 
me and stared out onto the street, and the rain surrounding him. " 
Would you like to come inside my house? I don't want to catch a cold 
out here. When we're nice and settled, we'll talk," I said, unaware 
that I might have just made the worst decision of my life, and began 
to head back. He stayed there for a while, still staring at the same 
spot . 

" And who are you?" He asked, turning around. Gods, he was even 
hotter out in the rain, soaked from head to toe. He was slender, yet 
I could see the muscles move under his tunic when he moved. He was 
very tall, almost a head taller than me, and I was pretty tall for an 
average human. 

I was too stunned to reply immediately, and when I realized that he 
was still awaiting an answer. " Urn, I'm uh, Diane. Diane Gillen. I'm 
not marriedaC! yet," I mumbled, and pinched my arm. What the hell was 
I thinking? __I'm not marriedaC! yet, _really? I couldn't have sounded 
more awkward in front of him. 

" Diane? I have never heard of a name like that before. Well, I 
suppose that I am in a different world, and your names are different 
from ours. Well met, Diane. I am FA«anor, son of Finwe. May I come 

inside as well? This rain is starting to get the better of me as 

well, " he said. Putting his sword back into its dark sheath hanging 
by its side. I stared at him apprehensively, but then turned around 
and walked back to the door, a crazy, nerdy, grin spreading on my 
face. Not _the _FA«anor? Son of Finwe, High King of the Noldor, and 
maker of the Silmarils. Legend says he was the fairest and most 
skilled of the Noldor. Well, they got the fair part right. Right 
behind me, I had the most handsome guy in the universe. And he was 

coming inside my house! I almost screamed in delight. 

" Thanks for that compliment, although the entire population of 
Eldamar knows that I am the beautiful elf that was ever born, " said 
FA«anor behind me. I froze suddenly and stopped walking, turning to 
him. 

" You can read my thoughts?" I gasped, my hands closing over the top 
of my head, as if that would somehow help prevent him from breaking 
into my mind. 

" Yes, I most certainly can. You seem to know quite a lot about the 
history of Arda . Ah hah! Your favorite character from the 
Silmarillion is Fingolfin, my half brother, " he said, emphasizing the 
last phrase. " What is there to like about him? The only reason he is 
famous is that he died. Well, I have gone through that as well, and I 
made the Silmarils, but you know that already. But speaking of 
Fingolfin, where is he? He was supposed to be here with me." 



We entered my house, and I swung open the door, oblivious to 
everything that FA«anor had just said. " Give me a second, I need a 
moment, " I mumbled, and dashed upstairs to my room as fast as I 
could. When I got in, I tore off my wet pajamas and threw on my best 
dress and heels. I did my makeup super fast, and tried to comb out 
the tangles in my hair. I gazed in the mirror, and squealed in 
delight. _OMG ! I have FA«anor in my house! And he is every bit as hot 
as the Silmarillion says he is! OMG ! _I thought, hoping that FA«anor 
wouldn't be able to read my thoughts from downstairs. I fangirled for 
a moment, silently screaming and dancing around the room, and banged 
my knee against my dresser. Wheezing and clutching my knee to my 
stomach, I did everything I could to calm myself down. 

With that, I headed downstairs, ready to confront FA«anor. He was 
walking casually around the living room, gazing at my photos. His 
clothes were already dry, surprisingly. When he saw me approaching, 
he smiled and said, " My powers still work here, surprisingly. Drying 
my clothes wasn't much of an effort at all. Now, may I please me 
informed of what exactly is happening?" 

I steadied myself and sat down shakily on the couch, motioning for 
him to do the same. I did my best to explain the entire concept of 
Planet Earth as I could, trying not to go too deep into astrology and 
stars being luminous spheres of plasma, since he would probably try 
to fly up into space and prove me wrong by banging his head against 
an asteroid. FA«anor's expression was, well, expressionless and 
unsurprised. " So, that is it for history. Can you tell me how you 
happened to end up on my driveway in the middle of a thunderstorm?" I 
asked, trying not to be too pushy and nerdy. 

" Well, my spirit was about to be released from Mandos, but when the 
gates opened, there was a swirling storm, almost, and I was 
immediately sucked up into it. I do not know how the storm led me 
here. Fingolfin's term was over, and he came with me to the great 
doors. He disappeared through the storm first, and I went in after 
him. I wonder where he is now. I do hope that he has not been led to 
another world where there are not hosts as good as you, my lady 
Diane," he said, his voice smooth and silky. I wanted to melt into it 
at that moment, and imagined falling into a giant pot of caramel. 

" Well, that was probably a portal that opened up into this world, 
although how it got you here, I don't know," I replied, taking a sip 
from my wine glass, which was ( conveniently) on the table next to 
me . 

" Forgive me, but have you any food for me? I am quite famished after 
ten thousand years in a dark cave underground. And some wine would be 
nice as well. Thank you, Diane," FA«anor said, rising from his 
armchair. I nodded and started towards the kitchen, FA«anor close 
behind. My fridge wasn't very fully stocked, but I still had some 
food left. Ah, yes, microwave chicken nuggets. It was pretty much the 
only thing I ate, besides for super chunky peanut butter. FA«anor had 
probably never seen its likes before, but at least it was better than 
nothing. " Things here are quite strange. I have never seen a house 
like this before, but that is the least of my questions. But I must 
ask: Why are you showing your legs, and why are your heels lifted up? 
Why is your hair like that, and where is the light coming from? I do 
not see any candles." 


I chose to ignore the previous couple of questions and just answered 



the last one. I couldn't blame him for being curious, but if he 
wasn't an all-powerful Elven Lord, I would have pushed him into that 
trash can that was left on my driveway that afternoon. " They're 
called lightbulbs. They are powered by electricity, which you don't 
have back on Middle Earth, " I replied, heading over to the microwave, 
a plate of chicken nuggets in my left hand. However, there was a 
small puddle of water on the floor, which I had been so wise to not 
clean up before, and I slipped, the food flying into the air. I feel 
backwards, crying out and hoping that I wouldn't crack my skull on 
the floor, but FA«anor caught me with one hand and the chicken 
nuggets with the other, which he then set on the table. I stared into 
his dark eyes, my heart beating so fast that I could not feel it 
anymore. I was sure my face was as red as a tomato, but I still 
stared at him. FA«anor tilted me back into place, clearing his 
throat. " You need to be careful, Diane. Do you always trip like that 
in those shoes?" 

Hem, hem. Yes, I did, but I didn't say anything. " Feel free to sit 
back down, FA«anor. My microwave can't do high power, so it'll take 
around ten minutes for dinner to heat up, " I said shakily, placing 
the nuggets in the microwave. When FA«anor wasn't looking, I pulled 
off my heels and tossed them in the shoe closet by the door. 

" You know, I wonder how my wife Nerdanel fares. It has been long 
since we last met, but it was a grim parting, " FA«anor said from the 
table. I froze. Ugh, how could I have forgotten! FA«anor was already 
married with seven kids ( it didn't matter that they were all dead, I 
was so darn angry) . " Do you have a husband, Diane?" He asked, 
probably just to annoy me. I mean, he could read my thoughts. What 
was there to stop him from realizing that I kinda had a crush on him? 
Fine, I take that back. I had a mega- crush on him. He was slim yet 
strong, with pale white skin and hair as black as night. Gods, I 
wanted him so badly, it hurt. But, he just wasn't the type of guy 
that would fall for me. 

I mean, I wasn't hideous, but I have never been able to keep a 
boyfriend for longer than two months. I had red hair with gray eyes 
that turned silver whenever I smiled. I was pretty strong for a girl, 
and the fastest on my track team in high school. My best talent was 
my skill with my hands. During my sophomore year, the garage had been 
turned into a forge. My hands were callused from working deep into 
the night, but it was worth it. I made everything from tables and 
chairs to sculptures and statues. But when high school ended, so did 
my blissful years being at the top of shop class. No one, even the 
boys, were better than me at that. That was probably why I was so 
attracted to FA«anor- he had been a smith as well. My old workbench 
was still in the garage, but I hadn't used it ever since I started 
college. I didn't get the point of five hour long classes that just 
bored the students to death, much less taught them anything. 

>1 didn't realize that I was staring at him until he repeated his 
question. " Oh, no. I've had multiple boyfriends, I mean, lovers, but 
no, I'm not married. Life is too busy for love," I replied. The last 
sentence was a lie, but I didn't really like to talk much about my 
love life. It mainly included broken phones, wet pillows from crying, 
and several pounds of ruined mascara. " I'll get you some wine," I 
mumbled. I poured him a glass, and then refilled my own . <p> 

" A little toast for you, Diane. Thank you for letting me stay here," 
he raised his glass, and I did the same, trying to hide the little 
smile that was creeping up on my face. " But do you happen to know 



how I would get back? I don't think you would let me live here 
forever. "I almost screamed _Yes ! Live here forever! Please!_ 

But then I would sound too much like a nerd and fangirl. Gods, I was 
being a total hypocrite. After all that crazy voodoo stuff that girls 
did when they thought about Legolas, I was doing that over FA«anor. I 
gritted my teeth and tried to imagine walls being built up around my 
brain, blocking FA«anor's will from entering it. Strange, I couldn't 
even feel him coming inside my mind, and he was able to read my 
thoughts word for word. Elves, they were mysterious creatures, always 
trying to find a way to surprise youa€ | " Pardon me, but do you 

happen to know how I would be able to find my way back to Arda?" 
FA«anor had repeated his question. 

" Oh, urn, I don't exactly know," I said, trying to sound enthusiastic 
at the thought of FA«anor going back home. I had only met him less 
than an hour ago, but I didn't want him to leave. 


2. Out of this World 

That night, I stayed up pretty late talking to FA«anor. After my ( 
not very) thorough explanation of the world's existence, he had even 
more questions, the most frustrating being - how did I happen to know 
about him before he appeared on my driveway? The fact that there were 
stories about his world on planet Earth fascinated him, and he wanted 
to know every single little detail about The Lord of the Rings, The 
Hobbit, The Silmarillion, and every single Tolkien book that was ever 
written. I didn't have classes tomorrow, so I thought that we might 
attempt to do a movie marathon. Yes, we stayed up all night watching 
The Lord of the Rings, and when we were in the middle of it, FA«anor 
jumped up on the couch, startling me, and announced " I would like to 
see the author of these stories. Do you know where he is?" 

I didn't have the heart to tell him that JRR Tolkien was dead, since 
he seemed so hopeful, so I just said that I didn't know. The only 
reason why that worked was that he couldn't read English, and I 
barely had any books in my house, other than (yep, you guessed it) 

The Lord of the Rings, The Hobbit, and The Silmarillion. There was 
also a very battered copy of Oh, the Places You'll Go by Dr. Seuss. 

It had been one of my favorite childhood books, and even now I read 
it just for the joy of it. I also had a subscription to the Wall 
Street Journal, but I only read the cover page, which was always 
stuff about the Election and something concerning the size of Donald 
Trump's fingers. 

FA«anor stayed on the edge of his seat the entire time, eager to know 
what had been happening in Middle Earth ever since he died, but was 
rather disappointed to see that he didn't know a single soul in the 
movies other than Sauron, who had been a mere servant of Morgoth in 
the Elder Days. Yeah, I was beginning to show my nerdy side. Sometime 
during The Return of the King, my eyelids started to get heavy, and 
before I knew it, I had fallen asleep on FA«anor's shoulder. I didn't 
even realize it until I woke up in the morning by Smaug ' s cry as he 
was pierced by the black arrow. I popped straight up, alarmed. I was 
pretty sure that my entire face was red, but then I saw the TV 
screen. " Wait, you watched the Hobbit too?" 

" Yes. Do humans always drool when they sleep?" I was already 
flushed, but I was sure I just turned a bright shade of purple. I 



wiped at my mouth and jumped up. 


" I'm sorry. I can get you some new clothes if you like," I said 
quickly, almost mumbling. I was surprised that he hadn't pushed me 
away during the middle of the night. Suddenly, I realized something. 

" Wait. We started on the Fellowship of the Ring and now we are ona€ 
The Battle of the Five armies!" 

" Yes, it has been 15 hours already, so now it is midday. Why are you 
so worried? I thought that you did not have class today, " said 
FA«anor . 

" I have to go to my part-time job at the office. Where do you think 
all this money is coming from? It doesn't just spring out of nowhere, 
I have to work for it. Oh, God. I am going to be late!" I raced 
upstairs and got ready in what felt faster than the speed of light. I 
ran outside and was about to turn on the car engine when I realized 
that I had left FA«anor home. What if he got curious and decided to 
turn on the stove or dig a hole in my house? What if the neighbors 
found out? I hated to think what Dorito and Mrs. Crawlish would do if 
they found a seven foot tall sexy elven prince in my house. They 
would call the cops, and then FA«anor would be taken to an 
investigation room, where they would try to find out what sort of 
special body function allowed him to be immortal, and well, magical. 
Then they would question the meaning of life, the universe, and 
everything. I couldn't let that happen. 

But how could FA«anor come with me to my office? I worked in a tiny 
cubicle surrounded by stacks of papers and even more tiny cubicles 
with stashes five feet tall. Ah well, it was better than leaving him 
at home alone. What if he wandered off and got lost? What if he got 
kidnapped and thrown into a shipping container to Cuba with nothing 
to eat but rotten fish? " You know Diane, anyone stupid enough to 
pick a fight with me is picking a fight with Mandos himself. Have you 
forgotten my great deeds in the old days?" I turned and saw FA«anor, 
stroking his finger against his sword as if it was his pet bunny. He 
had snuck up on me again, and he had read my mind again. 

" FA«anor, can you please stop doing that? The only reason why 
everyone in this world is still alive is because we have the gift of 
being able to keep private thoughts private, " I retorted. 

FA«anor stepped back, putting his palms up. " I'm sorry, my lady. 
People in this world are very queer, and I just want to find out more 
about them, that is all." The smirk on his face told me everything I 
needed to know. He knew about my feelings, my past, my financial 
issues, every single little gap in my life that I wanted to cover up. 
Ugh, elves. Why did they have to be so annoying? 

" Get in the car. And leave your sword home, I don't want the police 
arresting us," I said, opening the car door. " We're going to Macy ' s . 
You can't go around dressed like that." 

" Why not? These are the finest clothes in Arda, they show my wealth 
and power to everyone, not to mention my quite attractive features, " 
FA«anor said, winking at me. Oh yes, I had forgotten every single 
little passage in Tolkien's books that talked about FA«anor's great 
pride, and not to mention, narcissism. 

" Well, in my world, that only shows off your lack of sanity. Nobody 



wears that anymore; everyone is going to think that you're a weirdo 
if you do," I shot back. FA«anor looked slightly offended, but in the 
end I finally convinced him to get inside the car. Luckily, both the 
department store and my office were a few blocks away, so I had some 
time left to buy clothes. The difficult part was getting FA«anor into 
the store, however. I didn't want to be seen with him walking in the 
front door, so we had to sneak in via the back (AKA by the trash 
chute. There was a small McDonald's inside) . When we entered the 
store, my eardrums were blasted with the sound of a rock band 
screaming their heads off. FA«anor shuddered and covered his ears. " 
Is this what you have for music in this world, this screaming and 
clanging of metal? Ugh, it is dreadful. Do you listen to this?" 

>" No, I don't listen to it, but there are still people here who do. 
You have to be respectful if you want to live here, " I answered. Oh, 
but wait. Correction: he <em>didn't <em>want to live here. He wanted 
to grab his brother and get the hell out of here. The only reason why 
he hadn't deserted me yet was because he didn't know anything about 
this world. _So should I keep him ignorant of all this? _I wondered. 
It was a much more difficult choice than I had expected. I wanted him 
to stay here, but only for my own sake. It would be hard to let him 
leave once he found out how to do so. 

It was Friday, so no one really had time to go shopping. The only 
employee was a fat lady with a large face tatton and too much 
eyeshadow, and she was staring at her phone like it was a Silmaril. 
FA«anor and I crept past her easily. " So, just go and pick out some 
modern clothes. The men's section is that way." I pointed towards it, 
and FA«anor nodded. I soon found that out it wasn't a good decision 
to leave him alone. Five minutes later, I saw him in the ladies 
intimates section, examining a particularly large hot pink bra. I ran 
as fast as I could to get him out of there before anyone else saw him 
there. " I thought I told you to go look in the men's section!" I 
whispered, rather loudly. The fat employee lady looked up from her 
phone, and I quickly shoved FA«anor behind a rack of girl's 
dresses . 

" Hmph . They all look quite strange to me. Why are the pants so 
short? I prefer these garbs better, " he reached out to stroke a 
silver strapless prom dress. I groaned and smacked my forehead. This 
was a lot harder than I thought it was going to be. I dragged him to 
the men's section. Luckily there was a big sale going on, so I 
wouldn't have to sacrifice too much of my precious money. I checked 
my watch: 12:40 pm. Shoot, I had to be at my office by one. I quickly 
grabbed some men's underwear ( I didn't know if elves wore underwear, 
don't blame me!), a white tee, a denim jacket, jeans, and a pair of 
black sneakers. The latter took a pretty long time because I had 
trouble figuring out FA«anor's shoe size, but it was accomplished . I 
left FA«anor in the dressing room while I paid. It took a while for 
him to dress, and I heard him call me over. 

" I can't go in the men's dressing room, FA«anor. Tell me what's 
going on, " I yelled, and received a very strange look from the 
cashier . 

" How do you put on, these, urn, undergarments?" He asked. 

Ah, the question that I had been dreading. I tried my best to explain 
it in thirty seconds. I was on a serious time crunch, and even though 
the office was near, I couldn't let him waste any more time. I only 
had ten minutes left. After giving him an explanation about how to 



put on everything that I had just given him, he finally came out, his 
shirt inside out and backwards. " Your shirt is on backwards," I told 
him. He switched it around, but there was still the inside out 
problem. At that point, I still had no idea how to get him past the 
security desk, but I knew that it wouldn't be possible if he couldn't 
get his clothes on right. 

I rushed him to back to the dressing room, but before I could close 
the door, he pulled me in with him. " Can you please help me? I 
honestly have no idea how anything in this world works. I'm not 
allowed to wear a tunic, the music sounds like a dying cat, and, 
well, everything else makes no sense, " he asked. I would have just 
smacked him right there, but he looked as if he was pleading, and 
those eyes just made me want to die right there. I nodded and asked 
him to take off his shirt. Uh, oh. I braced myself to see him 
shirtlessa€| . and there it was. Oh gods, he could have just won the 
prize for " World's hottest male model". I didn't realize that I was 
running my eyes all over his six-pack until he cleared his throat and 
motioned for me to put his shirt on. 

" Oh yes," I stammered, fumbling around with the shirt a little. I 
slipped it on him, the fabric stretching over his muscles. 

" Weren't we going somewhere?" He asked, putting on his jacket. 

" Shoot! I'm going to be late!" I grabbed FA«anor and shoved him into 
the car, slamming the door behind him. I rolled into the driver's 
seat and drove away as fast as I dared. Ideas were popping up into 
the top of my mind, and one of them didn't actually seem so bad. " 

So, you are going to be my assistant. I'm a secretary, so I just help 
out everyone in the office." 

" What is a secretary? And what are my duties as an, um, what was it, 
assistant ? " 

" Oh, I just help the boss schedule conferences and meetings and 
such. You are just going to get people coffee and water, nothing too 
complicated, " I explained. 

" What is coffee? What is a boss? What is a schedule? What is a 
conference?" He asked. 

" I'll explain that to you later. But for now, just do what I tell 
you. Is that alright?" 

He didn't get the chance to reply. I pulled over to the sidewalk and 
jumped out. My office was right across the street, and the traffic 
light was flashing. I took off running as soon as my feet hit the 
pavement, knowing that I had left FA«anor behind in the dust. Luckily 
with his sharp eyes, he could spot me. However, when I was only a 
quarter way across the street ( hey, it was a pretty long one, six 
lanes across) , I saw FA«anor shoot ahead of me, his long legs making 
him look as if he was flying. I gritted my teeth, but by the time 
that I was still halfway across, he was already on the other side. I 
didn't like being beat, especially by a guy that only came back from 
the dead a day ago. When I reached the other side, slightly wheezing, 
FA«anor said, " Sorry. I saw you running. You're pretty fast for a 
mortal . " 

I ignored him and said, " Come on, it's right ahead." I worked in a 



tall building with glass panels and gold rims. You could say that it 
was pretty fancy, but FA«anor was not impressed. 

" In Tirion, the streets were made of marble and grains of diamond, " 
he said when we reached the doors. 

" Well," I responded, pulling it open, " We aren't as rich as you 
elves are. All we can afford is cement and brick, much less 
diamond . " 

We reached the front desk, and the security guard raised his 
eyebrows. " Well, Ms. Gillen, who is this? Your husband?" 

I blushed and shook my head. " No, he's my assistant. This is his 
first day here." 

FA«anor gave the security guard a toothy grin, showing off his 
perfect white pearls. _Show off, _I thought. " All right. I'm a 
little suspicious. I've never seen him here before." 

" Oh, urn, I hired him online," I said quickly. 

The security guard stared at FA«anor for a second, and sighed. " I'll 
let you go for this one, Ms. Gillen. You've never been a 
troublemaker, but he doesn't really look like the kind of man that 
should be in an office building." I thanked him and grabbed FA«anor, 
who was staring outside at the cars that were passing by. As we 
walked to the elevators, a little wind blew in from an open window, 
and FA«anor's long hair flew up, revealing a pointed ear. The 
security guard's eyes widened, but then we stepped inside the 
elevator and the doors closed. 

He took off his glasses and cleaned them on his shirt. " Kids these 

days." He sighed in exasperation. It would be a long day for 

him. 


3. My New Assistant 

I tried to evade my boss, but he was waiting for me by the door. " 

Ms. Gillen. You are five minutes late," he announced, his face red 
with anger. I tried not to fall down laughing; Mr. Connor was (not) 
very aesthetically nice to look at. He stood at a mere five foot two, 
and being hunched over all the time made him look even tinier. He was 
bald in every part of his from an accident involving an angry barber, 
a lot of screaming, and broken glass. However, his hair had recently 
started growing back again. Well, that was an exaggeration. There was 
a single hair growing from the top of his shiny head. Often times 
like these, I've just wanted to reach down and pluck it from his 
head. " This is your first offense, so I am being generous. If this 
happens again, you will be fired. Understood?" 

It was hard to take Mr. Connor seriously, so I just nodded. If I 
opened my mouth, all would come out was unstoppable giggling. His 
small, beady, mole-like eyes narrowed as he glared at FA«anor, who 
was looking at Mr. Connor as a scientist might look on a rare 
specimen that the rest of the world knew naught about. " And who is 
this, Ms. Gillen?" 

" He's my personal assistant," I said rather quickly. 



" Since when did you hire an assistant? You know that I'm not going 
to pay some random guy who walks into my office!" 

I tried to piece together an acceptable explanation. " He, urn 
volunteered. You don't need to pay him. He just gets coffee and 
stuff, nothing else." 

Mr. Connor turned to FA«anor. " Where did you get your master's 
degree, boy? Have you ever worked as an assistant before? Huh?" 

" Why, I received the finest training in all of my father's house. My 
knowledge about making, urn, coffee is unlimited!" said FA«anor. I 
cursed silently. What was I thinking, bringing him here? 

" What is your name, then?" Mr. Connor persisted. 

" Curufinwe, son of Finwe, High King of the Noldor. You may call me 
FA«anor if you like." 

I smacked my forehead. Was this really happening to me? 

FA«anor was saved by the ringing of Mr. Connor's cellphone. " You're 
lucky, boy. I have to take this call now, but I will get to the 
bottom of this later. Remember, _**I'm watching you.**_" He left, and 
I pulled FA«anor aside into the refreshment room. 

" _FA«anor, son of Finwe? Really?_" I raised my voice a little too 
much, and heads shot up. One man scowled and shushed us. _Sorry,_ I 
mouthed to him, and he went back to work, shaking his head. " Great. 
Now you have just received the special attention of Mr. Connor. I am 
one step closer to being fired. Just try to act normal, please?" 

" Why? My father is of great importance to me, and that is how I 
introduce myself all the time in Arda, but there is hardly a soul 
there who does not know my name," said FA«anor. 

I sighed and put my face in my hands. When I looked up, FA«anor was 
staring at me. " Have I upset you, my Lady?" he said gently. 

" Come on. I'll show you how to make coffee," I said, heading over to 
the Keurig. It was surprisingly easy to teach him, and he learned 
pretty fast, memorizing which creamer was which from the color of the 
little cup. My mood started to improve, considering how bad of a mess 
FA«anor had just got me in. We headed back to my tiny cubicle, which 
seemed even smaller than it actually was. The only good part was that 
because I was the secretary, it was set a little farther apart from 
the others. Blake was sitting at the desk, tapping absentmindedly at 
the table as she sipped her iced coffee. Her coat was on, and her 
bags were lying on the floor by the chair. Blake took the morning 
shift while I took the afternoon. She had been the one to introduce 
me to the job and help me move out of my parent's house. She was 
still my closest friend, one who I could rely on to help. 

" Finishing up for the day, Blake?" I said, and she jumped slightly. 
But when she saw me, a smile spread on her face. 

" Hey, Diane. How's your day?" She asked, her voice strained. 

" Fine, " I answered. " Blake, has Connor been giving you a hard 



time?" Mr. Connor had disliked Blake the moment she stepped foot into 
the office, saying that she should get a job more suitable for women 
like her instead of working at an organized office like this. I 
probably would have thought the same if I was the boss. Blake was 
undoubtedly the prettiest girl in the neighborhood, with chocolatey 
brown curls, a perfect complexion, bright blue eyes, and dare I say 
it, an extremely sexy body. She wouldn't take modeling though, saying 
that it was a job for whores. That was true, and Blake was definitely 
suitable for that. She was mature, smart, and very reliable. I don't 
know how she didn't get into Harvard. 

" No, he seems to have taken a break from yelling at me for today. 

But it's about tonight," she said, unable to control the excitement 
in her voice. " Tyler asked me out on a date!" She squealed in 
delight, and so did I. "We're going to a French restaurant. Yes, the 
most expensive on in the city! He's pretty rich, so I'm not 
surprised . " 

" OMG ! Congratulations!" I gave her a rib-crushing hug. Tyler and 
Blake had been dating for a month now, but this was the first time he 
had professed his love for her. I was happy for her, of course, but 
somehow, it made me feel sad, thinking about all the high school 
boyfriends that had abandoned me. Even though this was ( 
surprisingly) Blake's first relationship, it had lasted longer than 
all of mine so far. 

" But the thing is," Blake said, " I've never been in a relationship 
before, much less a fancy dinner date. I know you have, so that's why 
I need to ask you for advice. I know that you are somewhat 
experienced." She had just hit my soft spot, the one that made me 
jealous of her. 

" Well, you've got everything you need already. All you need is 
confidence and you're ready to go," I said, trying to sound 
cheerful . 

" I asked Tyler about how much he was willing to spend for tonight, 
and he said ' I don't care about money, as long as you're happy.' 
That's why I've decided to bring you along. It'll be less 
awkward . " 

I was baffled. " Yeah, but won't it be even more awkward. I mean, two 
girls and one guy. He'll be suspicious." 

" Oh," said Blake. " I did not think of that." Awkward silence hung 
between us, until I heard FA«anor clear his throat behind us. 

I turned. " Oh, sorry. I forgot about you." I grabbed FA«anor by the 
arm and pulled him forward. " This is my assistant. Assistant, meet 
Blake, Blake, meet assistant, " I said making sure not to use 
FA«anor's name. 

" Hello. Diane hasn't told me your name," Blake chirped. 

" Hello, I am-" FA«anor started, but I cut him off. 

" His name is Joe. Joe Schmoe, " I said, not wanting something to 
happen. Being Blake's friend, I had forced her to read the 
Silmarillion as well, and I didn't want her to freak out. 



" It's a pleasure to meet you, my lady Blake," FA«anor said reaching 
for her hand and kissing it. 

Blake jumped back, surprised. I pulled FA«anor back by his jacket. 
What the heck was he doing? " Sorry, Fea- I mean, Joe Schmoe, he's 
urn, obsessed with Shakespeare." 

" Oh, urn, ok," she said, confused, but then her face lit up. " Hey! 
Maybe you could bring Joe with you for tonight! It'll be like a 
double date, right!" She smiled and waved goodbye, running off before 
I had a chance to refuse. 

" Did I do something wrong?" FA«anor asked innocently, but I 
scowled . 

" No, you just got me into the worst mess ever, " I grumbled. " Oh, 
whatever. Let's get back to work. Can you get me a cup of 
coffee? " 

The rest of the afternoon was morally depressing. FA«anor didn't do 
anything but stand by my desk. No one asked him for coffee except for 
me, but I didn't mind. However, I did notice all the female interns ( 
even the ones that were already married) giving FA«anor flirty looks. 
One of them even came over to introduce herself, but I asked FA«anor 
to get me another cup of coffee before she could whip out a Ssharpie 
and give the elven prince- I'm sorry, king ( For some reason, his dad 
was still dead)- her number. 

Mr. Connor didn't come back to interrogate FA«anor, to my relief. But 
then the day ended, and the dinner date dawned on us . As much as I 
detested the idea of going to a fancy Ffrench restaurant with 
FA«anor, I was kinda looking forward to it . I mean, FA«anor wasn't 
bad looking. In fact, he was a million times hotter than Tyler, and I 
did have a pretty big crush on him, which he already knew about. 
Actually, I was really looking forward to it ( but mostly because I 
was getting an expensive meal for free) ! 

On the way home, I stopped by Macy ' s again to buy FA«anor a tuxedo. " 
Tell me, Diane, what is happening tonight? You seem, well, strange. 

Is it about that, what did you call it, dinner date?" 

" Yep! You're going with me to the best restaurant in the city 
tonight. That's why we're getting you some fancy clothes tonight. I 
just can't wait!" I squealed, shuffling through the rack. 

" Are you to be my lover for tonight?" 

I froze my tracks. " Is that alright? You don't actually have to be 
my lover-oh, and we call that a boyfriend here- just don't act like 
you're in love with Blake, or things will get ugly. Blake's boyfriend 
is pretty defensive when it comes to girls." I turned around, 
expecting to see him in disgust, but an odd smile was on his face. He 
walked over to me and took my hand. " Urn, what are you doing?" I 
asked, but didn't let go. He spun me around, until I landed in his 
arms. Gods, he was really warm. I could feel his muscles as he held 
mea€ | 

" My darling, I can't act. I'll just have to make it real," he 
whispered dangerously in my ear. 



" Aren't you already married?" I asked, and he let go of me. 

FA«anor wasn't expecting that, obviously, and tried to change the 
subject. " Weren't you going to get me clothes?" 

" Yes I was," I chirped, and rummaged through the rack once again. I 
picked up a blue suit with a dress shirt and bow tie and held it up 
to FA«anor, squinting. " This seems to be your size." I placed the 
clothes in his hands and herded him to the dressing room. He came out 
looking like King Louis ( any one of them, there are way too many) . 
Handsome, I suppose, but the bow tie really didn't work. We tried on 
various styles, but neither FA«anor nor I liked any one of them. 
Finally, I spotted a fiery red suit at the end of the rack. Hm, I 
remembered that FA«anor had a thing for fire. " Let's try this one. 

If it doesn't work, I don't know what in the world is going on," I 
said, holding it out to him. 

When he came out from the dressing room, my heart stopped beating. Oh 
gods, with his raven black hair, gorgeous face, and sexy body, I 
didn't think any girl on the continent would turn him down. He was 
almost glowing. Correction: he was glowing. Not just because he was 
an elf, but because he was FA«anor, maker of the Silmarils, fairest 
and most skilled of all of the Eldar. 

" Perfect!" I said, but my voice was barely audible. He wasn't 
perfect- he was beyond perfect. He was lethal, deadly, and absolutely 
beautiful. " Let's go!" I said, clapping my hands together. 


4 . The Double Date 

FA«anor paced downstairs, looking around ( everything in my house was 
still a wonder to him) . I had to admit, he could go to the date in a 
garbage bag and girls would still be screaming. I knew that I should 
feel lucky, but I couldn't help feeling a sense of dread. What if 
tonight was the last night I had with him? I knew that I shouldn't be 
hanging on so tightly, but I just couldn't bear to think about 
FA«anor leaving. What if this was all a dream? I didn't want to wake 
up and find FA«anor gone forever. Whoever it was that threw him onto 
my driveway, I wanted to thank them, no matter how selfish it 
was . 

After ruffling around my hair endlessly, I came downstairs, my heels 
clicking on the hardwood floors. When FA«anor saw me, he raised his 
eyebrows. " Well, what do you think?" I asked. I was wearing a red 
dress ( to match him) with a diamond shaped slit in the back and a 
pair of black heels. The dress had been my mother's, but she had 
stopped wearing dresses for a pretty long time now. I had never 
really found an occasion to wear it at, so I supposed that this 
wouldn't exactly hurt. 

" Why is it so exposed in the back? Isn't it improper for ladies to 
wear such clothes?" FA«anor asked for the millionth time. 

" Because," I said, exasperated, " That's what people wear these 
days. Come on, get in the car." I tried to sound upset, but it didn't 
work, and my voice came out in a high pitched, excited sound. " It's 
in Manhattan, and Friday night traffic is not nice." 

On the way there, FA«anor had a string of annoying questions: Who was 



Tyler? What was France? What was a restaurant? What did humans do 
during their romantic relationships? ( urn, awkward!) When did humans 
start having romantic relationships ( Hem hem) ? Was I a virgin (Okay, 
FA«anor, I am going to throw you out the window right now) ? I tried 
my best to answer as many as I could without murdering him, although 
I would probably would be dead before I made a move. " Am I annoying 
you. Lady Diane?" He asked. 

" Yes, you are annoying, but I've had my share of annoying 
boyfriends, even if we are only together for tonight, " I answered. " 
And please, just call me Diane. The 'Lady' thing is kinda weird 
here . " 

" As you wish. Lady Diane, " he said, emphasizing the " lady" . I 
should have been annoyed, but I just smiled. Maybe FA«anor wasn't 
totally out of my league. But for now, we were only friends, and 
nothing more. " So, Diane, what else do you do here? Other than 
watching movies and going to work, as you called it. Oh, and that 
coffee was repugnant. I don't see how you humans manage to drink so 
much of it all day! You yourself drank four cups of it this 
afternoon . " 

" Wait, you tried it?" I was somehow concerned about an 
over-caff einated elf lord wandering around my place. Ah well, 
tomorrow was Saturday anyway. " Yes, but I only needed the first cup 
The other three were just to keep all those interns from trying to 
flirt with you." 

" Then are you jealous?" 

" Jealous of what?" 

" I mean, you admitted it. You told me that I wasa€ . how do you put 
it herea€ | hot?" 

My face turned the same color as my dress. " I did not tell you that 
You invaded my mind." 

" Oh, yes. I did. Yes, I remember. You also have a neighbor with an 
orange mutt, seventeen ' exes from high school, no hot water in your 
house, 

" I thought you agreed to not read my mind anymore! It's really 
embarrassing! Not everyone here is perfect like you are." The words 
slipped out of my mouth, and I clamped my jaw shut. All right, I was 
done talking for the rest of this car trip. 

" It's like a book, you know. All written in nice, neat, paragraphs. 
I couldn't resist it, and besides, it was before you made me promise 
not to read your mind." 

" Wait, you can read?" I was startled and went back on my (private) 
word not to talk anymore. 

" I learned. There is a spirit trapped inside of your, urn, what was 
it againa€ i . " 

" Phone?" 

" Yes, thank you, phone. By her name, I think it isa€| Siri?" 



Shoot. Stupid Siri. I swore that when this was over, I would find Tim 
Cook and ask him to get the stupid thing off my iPhone. 

" Anyways, she seemed very eager to help me with all of this. I 

learned pretty quickly, so I went around looking for practice 

material." Oh, no. Did he find my stash of Tolkien books? My head 
began to throb. " Actually, I have it with me now." He reached behind 
him on the car seat and pulled outa€ | " Oh, the Places You'll Go, by 

Dr. Seuss, " he read, and I sighed in relief. "You have brains in your 
head. You have feet in your shoes. You can steer yourself any 
direction you choose," he read. " Quite interesting, the pictures. I 
wonder what is a Hakken-KrakaC | " His voice trailed off as he read. 

" You learn pretty quickly, " I mused. 

" I'm **FA«anor. **What else did you expect?" 

" Is that the only book you found?" 

" Yes, do you happen to have more? I was never quite interested in 

books, but the material here is so different from the ones at home 
that I am engrossed in them." 

" Urn, nope. No, that is the only book I have," I stammered, hoping 
that FA«anor wouldn't notice the guilt and nervousness in my words. 
The first thing I would do when I got home was burn all those Tolkien 
books. I had the ebook version of them anyways. " But I can take you 
to the library tomorrow if you like." 

" Oh, yes, that would be delightful. Thank you!" 

We drove on in silence. 

Traffic wasn't as heavy as I predicted today, which was a relief. By 
the time we got to the restaurant, it was pretty jam-packed, but 
luckily, we were in a small, private room. I was impressed by the 
interior decorating. The walls and ceiling were made out of marble, 
and giant glass chandeliers hung from the ceiling. Still, I did not 
know why, but they were off, and the only source of light in the room 
was the little candles on the tables. Still, the chandeliers glowed 
with a unique sort of beauty, having the candlelight dancing upon the 
glass. Soft classical music was playing, and made me feel all warm 
and fuzzy inside. I nudged FA«anor. " Much better than that heavy 
metal we were listening to in the department store, eh?" 

He snorted. " We have much better music back home. This is nothing 
compared to it, although yes, I do prefer it over that racket later 
today . " 

" Well, if you are so confident that your music is better than ours, 
why don't you prove it?" I crossed my arms, smiling smugly. " Sing, 
or hum something. I don't suppose you can magically whip out a harp 
or something?" Before he got a chance to reply, I saw a waitress 
walking towards us, two menus in her hands. She immediately reminded 
me of one of those clique girls in high school that looked like a 
makeup bomb had been exploded on her face. I wasn't really jealous of 
them or anything, since I already knew that they would only get jobs 
as waitresses when they grew up. This one seemed to be particularly 
lucky in the business. With all the good reviews this restaurant got. 



she probably had more money than I did. 

" Do you two have a reservation already? Our restaurant is sometimes 
booked two months in advance, it is difficult to get a seat by 
waiting, " she said, trying to smile, but I could tell she was looking 
at FA«anor. Oh waita€ | now she was batting her eyelashes. Ugh. 

" Yes, we do. It's under Wilson. Tyler Wilson," I told her. 

She gasped slightly and tried to hide it, but both FA«anor and I 
could tell that she was pretty high about receiving two supposedly 
rich customers. " Oh, you must be Diane Gillen and, urn, Joe Schmoe?" 
She glanced apprehensively at FA«anor, who then glared at me. His 
face read, _Joe Schmoe? Really? _I didn't know where he had heard the 
name Joe Schmoe before- probably that accursed Siri as well. I shot 
him back a glance that said, _What? I just came up with that off the 
top of my head! _ 

" Yes," I said to her. 

" Right this way, then," she said, beaming at FA«anor. I rolled my 
eyes in disgust, but FA«anor seemed to be enjoying the attention. She 
led us to a booth, her (way too high) heels slightly squeaking on the 
velvet carpet. Tyler and Blake were already seated next to each 
other, and staring lovingly into each other's eyes while they 
exchanged comments. Tyler must have just said something funny, 
because Blake laughed, lights twinkling in her blue eyes, Gods, she 
was really pretty tonight. She was wearing a silky green dress with a 
pearl necklace, her hair piled neatly on top of her head in a bun. I 
couldn't help feeling jealous of her. Tyler was in a black tuxedo, 
his blonde hair glowing in the candlelight, looking like a perfect 
angel. I sighed, wishing that FA«anor could be like that with me, and 
shook and thought away. Nope, it would probably never happen. I mean, 
he had a wife and seven kids, so he wasn't even a virgin anymore. A 
small thought stirred in the back of my head. _But that was his past 
life, and if he just got reincarnated last night, he's technically 
only one day old and " new" to the world. Right? _Gods, that was even 
worse than the previous thought. I shoved it down a garbage chute in 
my brain. 

When Blake noticed me, she sat up, waving. " I'm so glad you made it 
tonight! Thanks for coming, you guys!" she chirped, getting out to 
give me a hug, and whispered in my ear. " Thanks a lot. It would've 
been a bit awkward with just us two alone in this giant booth. But 
Tyler is so rich, I almost wouldn't mind it. Oh, whatever. Thank you 
so much . " 

Besides me, FA«anor was standing, unsure of what to do. Tyler noticed 
him and stood up, extending his hand. " Hello, Blake told me you were 
Diane's assistant," he said. 

" Yes, I am, um, Diane's assistant, " FA«anor said rather awkwardly, 
and shook Tyler's hand. " My name is Fea- I mean, Joe. Joe 
Schmoe . " 

Tyler frowned, but then broke back into his cheerful smile. " You 
have a strange accent. Are you new in here? I haven't seen you around 
New York before?" 

" Yes, I am from somewherea€ | else." 



" Well, regardless of that, welcome to New York! Ladies, now that 
everyone is here, should we get to the food?" Tyler asked. 

" Definitely," Blake said, sitting back down. I realized that she was 
holding Tyler's hand, and my heart began to ache again. Food would 
definitely help, I decided. 

Tyler signalled a nearby waitress, and she nodded. Less than a minute 
later, I was glad that the table was large, because Tyler had really 
ordered a lot of food. Or, should I say, preordered? I didn't suppose 
he had the ability to summon food out of nowhere. There was onion 
soup, baked alaskan cod, mussels, steak, roasted duck, and every 
single other savory dish you could possibly think of. I stared in 
wonder at the table before me- it seemed that the food was stacked 
miles high. " How is this compared to what they serve you in Valinor, 
eh?" I whispered to FA«anor. 

" My father's table has a higher reputation. Still, for a human 
feast, it is not that bad, although I do not know what these foods 
are. But I suppose it wouldn't matter. I am rather hungry for today, 
you know. Is it customary for humans to only eat one meal a day 
here?" he whispered back. 

Oh, shoot. I had forgotten to eat breakfast, and to make FA«anor 
breakfast. I had had four cups of coffee today, so I didn't really 
need lunch ( besides, I woke up at noon!) . Therefore, the only thing 
FA«anor had had since he was reincarnated was those chicken nuggets 
from when he first arrived. " Oops. Sorry. I forgot about all the 
other ones. But no, on regular days, we eat three meals- breakfast, 
lunch, and the best of them all, dinner." 

That discussion ended there. 

Once FA«anor and I had buried our faces into the food to eat- I'm 
kidding, we didn't actually do that. We ate like, normal, civilized 
human beings ( besides for the fact that FA«anor wasn't actually a 
human) . But as FA«anor reached out for another slice of roast duck, 
his hair fell away to reveal a pointed ear. My eyes grew wide. If 
Blake and Tyler found out that " Joe Schmoe the secretary's 
assistant" was an elfa€| I didn't want to imagine the scenario. 
Fortunately, Tyler and Blake were still staring down at their plates. 
I reached over to brush his hair back into place, and at that same 
moment, Tyler and Blake both turned their heads and saw me. From the 
way they were looking at me, they must have thought I was reaching 
out to stroke FA«anor's head. Luckily, my hand was blocking his ear, 
and he was engrossed in his roast duck. I smiled weakly and brushed 
his hair back, quickly returning my hand to its proper spot ( beneath 
the tablecloth. It had been shamed) . 

Once FA«anor had finished eating ( Gods, I didn't know elves even had 
the ability to eat that much. Oh well, Mandos must have not been a 
very good cook, then), Tyler began to ask him some questions. " So, 
Joe, you're pretty tall. Do you play basketball or something?" 

" Basketball? What is that?" 

Shoot. He had screwed up for the millionth time. Tyler frowned. " Oh, 
urn, I guess not. Well, what do you do for a living? I don't suppose a 
guy like yourself spends all his time as a secretary's assistant?" He 



poured himself a glass of red wine, and when he caught FA«anor 
staring at the bottle, he passed it over to the elf, but reluctantly. 
I considered telling him that FA«anor had a very strong nervous and 
mental system and couldn't get drunk that easily, but that would 
probably just lead to more suspicion and questions. But so far, 
everything was going well! No one had asked FA«anor where he was 
from, where he went to school, why his hair was so long ( hey, you 
never know!), were we a couple, was he married ( yes), did he have 
kids ( yes- seven, and they are all dead) , when his birthday was ( 
gee, even I didn't know that!), etc, etc. We were rigged for a pretty 
awesome night. 

" No, I am just Diane's assistant," FA«anor replied. I noticed that 
as Tyler talked, his arm began to wrap up behind Blake's shoulders. 
Awww. Why couldn't FA«anor do that with me? I thought he said he was 
my boyfriend tonight. Oh, whatever- at least he came with me 
tonight . 

" Do you have any special interests? Blake told me that you liked 
Shakespeare. Did you use to be an actor? Or is that going to be your 
future career?" he asked again. Ugh, just leave FA«anor alone, won't 
you? But I couldn't blame Tyler. Being a secretary was bad enough. 
Being her "voluntary assistant" was at the bottom of the food 
chain . 

" Actually, " I said, jumping in before it got awkward, " He used to 
be an athlete." Yes, that was right. FA«anor's physique was 
absolutely stunning, so Tyler wouldn't be able to not believe 
that . 

" Oh really! What sport?" Tyler asked, leaning forward. 

" Track and field. But then he quit, because it was too much stress 
for him," I said. Blake shot me a glance that read, _Why aren't you 
letting him answer Tyler's questions?_ I shrugged, hoping that it was 
subtle enough. 

" Yes, I see, " Tyler mused. 

There wasn't really much to say after that. " Hey, you guys seem a 
bit awkward. Get comfortable, you don't even have to pay for 
anything, " he added, leaning forward. " So, how long have you two 
been together? Blake never told me you had a boyfriend, Diane." 

Shoot, just the question I had been dreading. I didn't know what to 
say, and felt a blush creep up to my cheeks. I scooted an inch away 
from FA«anor, painfully forcing a grin onto my face. FA«anor saw me 
scoot away, even though I tried to make it as subtle as possible, and 
raised an eyebrow at me. His face read, _Well, aren't you going to 
say something?_Not surprisingly, it made me blush even more. 

" Urn, a week ago," I sputtered, hoping that my voice didn't sound too 
awkward. I wanted to scream _We ' re already engaged! _, but I knew 
that FA«anor wouldn't exactly approve. 

Tyler frowned. " Wow, that's fast. I've never met two people who have 
been able to fall in love that fast." 

" It was love at first sight, Tyler. The moment I laid eyes upon 
Diane, my heart knew where it belonged," FA«anor said suddenly. Oh, 
no. I wanted to dig a hole in the ground, crawl inside of it, and 



die . 


I wanted to say _No, he's exaggerating. We met over the summer at a 
universal communication camp. We've been writing letters to each 
other ever since, _but all that came out of my mouth was an inane 
squeak, which caused FA«anor to glance apprehensively at me . I smiled 
weakly at Tyler and Blake, who looked, frankly, absolutely baffled. " 
See, I told you. He's obsessed with Shakespeare. Oh, Romeo, Romeo! 
Wherefore art thou Romeo?" I said, even doing the hand motion. They 
weren't laughing. " He, he, he," I did a fake laugh to start one up, 
but they weren't taking the bait. I shrunk back into my seat. 

" Ok, let's change the subject. By the way, Diane, your face is 
completely red," Blake said, breaking the silence. 

" So, who wants dessert?" Tyler said joyfully, clapping his hands 
together. FA«anor looked pretty pleased with himself, but I wished 
that I could just shrink under the table and hide there forever. Of 
course he didn't understand that he had just embarrassed to death, 
what girl had there been that could ever refuse him when he talked 
about them like that? 

Dessert was absolutely delightful. The French were such good cooks, I 
almost forgot about that little incident at dinner. My favorite was 
the mango crepe. It was sweet, but not too sweet, with the freshness 
and tart of the mango mixed with a light cream that just melted in my 
mouth. I was pretty sure that I had just gained a couple pounds from 
the cream alone, but whatever. I was having a good time, and that was 
all that mattered. I envied FA«anor and his immortal gut. He seemed 
to be able to stuff as much food as he wanted and never get fat. At 
least that was how it went with all elves. I wondered what the 
fangirls would say if they saw Legolas gobbling up his dinner like a 
pig. I did a mental giggle. 

I was disappointed when the night ended. Although FA«anor and I had 
been a bit awkward throughout the entire thing, after he had promised 
to be my "lover" for night, I still appreciated it. It had been 
embarrassing, yes, but somewhere, deep inside, I really loved it. 
FA«anor's words rang clear through my mind like silver bells. I only 
wished they were real, and that they would last for longer than 
tonight . 

Unfortunately, the restaurant was right by the river, so Blake and 
Tyler insisted on a " midnight stroll." We were supposed to walk 
together, but the couple went ahead of us, hand in hand, while 
FA«anor and I looked like we were soldiers marching into battle. My 
feet were starting to ache from being in the heels for so long, and 
it had been colder than I realized. The night wind brushed across my 
bare shoulders, and I shivered. Blake was wearing a strapless dress 
as well, and when Tyler saw her hugging her shoulders, he took off 
his coat and offered it to her. She took it and thanked him, while I 
sighed. I straightened my back, rolling my shoulders. _0h well, _I 
thought. _I don't need a boyfriend to be happy. One for the single 
ladies, eh? __But deep inside, my heart was dying, crumbling apart 
like little pieces of dust blown away by the icy wind. 

I slumped forward, but then I felt something warm slide across my 
shoulders. I glanced up, and FA«anor was draping his coat on me. The 
look on his face was not the smug, " I'm- a -Noldorin Prince- and- 
proud- of it" look, it was a surprisingly gentle smile. Blake and 



Tyler had gone far ahead of us now, and were now staring into each 
other's eyes. I smiled back at FA«anor. 


_I saw Tyler doing that for Blake. I hope I haven't embarrassed you, 
_a voice said inside my head. 

Startled, I almost jumped in the water. Oh, yes, I had forgotten- 
Elves had telepathic abilities. _Aren't you cold? _I thought 
back . 

_Why would I be cold? _he replied 

_It appears that you have a very high internal body temperature. 
Pretty cool, but not as cool as this! I can't believe I'm 
communicating telepathically ! I didn't think humans could do that! 


_What does " cool" mean?_ 

_(mental groan) Really?_ 

" Nice full moon tonight, don't you think?" I asked, my eyes suddenly 
twinkling . 

He snorted. " Not as beautiful as the starlight in Valinor. Why are 
the stars here hidden?" 

" There's too much light already in the sky, you can't even see them 
anymore. Human's don't really rely on natural light anymore. We use 
lightbulbs, like the ones back home, " I replied. 

" Not just that. There's black smoke in the air. Where is it coming 
from? " 

I sighed. I knew that sooner or later we would come to the subject of 
pollution. " They're burning fossil fuels. They release carbon 
dioxide into the air, but that smoke as well. That's why Earth is so 
polluted now. It used to be beautiful and full of trees and flowers, 
but then the early humans cut them all down to make room for houses 
and farms. But it was the beginning of the Industrial Revolution that 
really started it. Factories and chimneys were releasing so much 
smoke into the air that you could barely see the sky. But, even worse 
was the water. There were millions of tons of trash dumped carelessly 
on beaches, oil spills into the ocean, and so much more harm done to 
the wildlife. The people didn't see the negative effects until it was 
too late, and all the nature that has once stood so strong and clear 
to them was all destroyed, leaving them nothing to marvel at but tall 
skyscrapers that punched a hole in the sky and cold, hard, beams of 
steel . " 

FA«anor was looking at me quizzically, and I realized that he didn't 
understand a single word I just said. " Oka€ | Tell you what, weren't 
we going to the library tomorrow? I'll get you some books from there 
that'll help understand the troubles of this society. We aren't 
perfect, like you elves. You people live in harmony with nature, have 
special powers, live forever; the thing that sets elves apart from 
humans is that they are everything that we aren't- an image of 
perfection . " 

FA«anor laughed sadly. " You're forgetting who you're standing next 



to, Diane. I'm not perfect at all." 

I looked up at him, confused. 

" I thought you knew everything about me. Don't you remember who I 
am? I'm FA«anor, who rebelled against the Valar, committed the first 
Kinslaying, and caused all the rest of the griefs of the First 
Age . 

" I abandoned my brother Fingolfin to cross the Helcaraxe. Do you 
know how many Noldor died there? **I **killed my brother, not 
Morgoth. If I hadn't been so arrogant and wrathful, Fingolfin would 
still be alive. My sons would still be alive," he stopped, gripping 
the railing so hard that his knuckles turned white. " My wife would 
still be alive." 

His wife? I thought she was alive. " But FA«anor, isn't Nerdanel 
still in Aman? At least, that was what I was told," I said gently. 

" Yes, that is what everyone is told. After I made the Silmarils and 
began to become too attached to them, she was the only one who could 
calm my temper, the only one who I would listen to. But even then, 
day by day, I began to love the work of my hands more than I loved 
her . 

" But the day when I and my sons swore that dreadful oath was the 
darkest day of my life. I did not realize it then, but now I see what 
I have lost. Before we left, Nerdanel had a vision of the doom of the 
Noldor. She knew that she would lose everything- her sons, her 
husband, her joy. She persuaded me to stay, or to at least let our 
children stay. I was so full of pride and anger, I would not listen 
to her. Her most beloved child had been Maedhros, who had inherited 
her red hair, and when he died, her last living son, something inside 
of her broke. She died of grief, for she had lost the will and 
strength to live. I saw her in Mandos. She looked at me once, but 
then turned away, her face stony. 

" She chose rebirth, for her life to be made anew. I guess she 
couldn't stand the pain anymore, and had to let go. Do you understand 
now? I killed everyone who loved me out of vain, blind, ambition. I 
deserved to die. I saw that in the eyes of Gothmog as he hewed me 
down with his fiery whip and spear. I was a fiery spirit, but there 
were still many things out there that were stronger than 
f ire . " 

FA«anor was silent, staring down at the water. " What did she look 
like?" I asked gently, touching his arm. 

" She had red hair had glowed like fire underneath the sun, and soft 
grey eyes beautiful as the twilight. She looked a bit like you, 
frankly, " he replied. We stared down at the water together for what 
felt like hours, until I heard Blake's voice behind me. 

" Hey guys. Thanks for coming with us tonight," she said. 

We turned and saw Blake standing there, Tyler's arm wrapped around 
her shoulder. " I hope we weren't too much of a trouble to take care 
of," I said to Tyler. 

" No prob. Anything for my girl Blake," he answered, his eyes 



sparkling, turning to Blake. " A kiss before we leave? I am just 
loving this moonlight on the lake." _Starlight is much better, _I 
thought, but it was washed away. Blake and Tyler turned to each 
other, and I couldn't help but close my eyes as their lips met, a 
silhouette in the darkness. Then, they turned back around and looked 
at us. FA«anor and I were standing there like cranes, stiff and 
straight. Blake's eyes read, _Wweren't you guys going to do something 
too? _ 

I turned to FA«anor awkwardly, and so did he. His voice rang out in 
my head. _What are we supposed to do?_ 

_I think they're expecting some kind of romantic gesture, _I replied. 
The other end was silent. 

Oh, Gods. Did I have to kiss FA«anor now? I was not prepared for 
this. I mean, I knew how to kiss a boy, I've had quite a lot of 
experience. But I was not prepared to kiss an immortal, sexy, elf 
lord. We scooted towards each other a millimeter at a time, and I was 
sure that the sun was going to come up by the time we reach each 
other. Oh well, I could just hug him or shake hands or something. I 
was going to step back, when suddenly FA«anor pulled me forward and 
kissed me. 

I couldn't describe the sensation. I've been kissed before, but never 
like this. This felt like the very first time, and I wished that it 
was. His lips were soft and warm, reminding me of a glowing fire on a 
cold december night. I imagined myself out in the cold snow, a single 
flame burning. I willed myself to walk towards it, to melt in it. His 
hands were around my waist now, and mine were cupping his face. His 
skin was warm, unheeded by the chill. 

I felt as if I were in a dream, and the world around me was blurry, 
and the only thing that mattered was FA«anor. But then I remembered 
the cruelty of reality, and the dream around me shattered like broken 
glass. I pulled back, letting the cold run through my body again. No, 
this wasn't real. It was just for tonight, because Blake had asked me 
to keep her company. She and Tyler would have a happily ever after, 
but I never would. I remembered FA«anor saying that he couldn't act 
in the department store, but here he was, acting. He could never love 
me. I was just a lousy mortal, who had dragged him into a big mess 
that he didn't want to be involved in. 

Elves and humans might have been in love with each other before in 
the Silmarillion, but this was FA«anor. He would never give up his 
immortality for me. What was I thinking, that we could be together. 
The dream was over now. _Welcome back to reality, Diane, _I told 
myself . 

We walked back to the restaurant, where the valet service had parked 
our cars for us. My little Honda looked like a midget besides Tyler 
and Blake's Maserati. I was about to get in my car when Blake grabbed 
my arm and whispered, " Come with me." She pulled me over into the 
building, where the staff were cleaning up for the day. When we were 
alone, her face became stony. " His name isn't really Joe Schmoe, is 
it? 

" It's Joe Schmoe. I know, it sounds silly, but his name is-" 

" FA«anor? Yeah, I know," she said. I froze. " I heard you two 



talking. At first I thought you were going crazy, but then he started 
to talk about all that Silmarillion mumbo jumbo." 


" So? What does that prove other than the fact that we're both crazy 
fans and have code names for each other and everything in the 
universe?" I protested nervously, hooking my thumbs together. 

" Yeah, that's what I thought too. But when you two were having your 
little moment, a nice little breeze blew by, and ' 'Mr. Schmoe ' 's hair 
flew up. At that point, I knew that something was terribly wrong," 
said Blake. 

I sighed. There wasn't much to say about this. I was never good at 
debating, that was why my english essays always sucked like hell. I 
leaned back against the wall, crossing my arms. " So what if he's an 
elf, eh?" 

" So what? Are you serious? This was your dream all, along. I thought 
it was just a crazy fangirl dream, but no, it was real!" Blake's 
voice suddenly became very loud and high-pitched just like it did 
when she got excited. " That elf guy- FA«anor - is the answer to all 
of our questions- are we alone in the universe? What is the meaning 
of life? Everything!" 

" No, Blake, we are alone in the universe. He is from a different 
_world. _There is a connection between Arda ' s reincarnation system 
and planet Earth. Yes, he got reincarnated on my driveway," I added, 
seeing Blake's baffled expression. 

" But have you ever thought of it this way? Middle Earth and Aman 
exist! Elves exist, and dwarves and hobbits as well. The Valar exist, 
anda€ | ." Her voice trailed off. 

" Morgoth exists. Sauron exists. Dragons and Balrogs and trolls and 
werewolves exist. _Gollum _exists. Legions of ores exist. Don't you 
think that will make people want to run and hide? There are 
surprisingly, very few people like us out there, who are unafraid of 
danger and want to discover new things. The rest of them are afraid 
of change. I think we should keep it that way," I insisted. 

" But then why were you so secretive about FA«anor? You knew that I 
read the Silmarillion and every single other Tolkien book in the 
universe. I wouldn't be some total stranger who would send you to a 
mental facility right away. I'm as much of a fangirl as you are. 

Don't I deserve to know? I'm your best friend, there shouldn't be any 
secrets between us." The way she said it almost made me feel guilty. 
After all, now that she said it, why exactly _did _I keep FA«anor's 
identity a secret from her? Was it to keep everything nice and calm, 
because Blake would fret over the fact that an entirely different 
universe existed? No, it wasn't. I thought it was, but it was 
something else- someone deeper and more personal. 

" Let's go home, Blake. I don't wanna talk about this. It's late, and 
I have to catch up on some sleep, " I said, turning away, but she 
stepped in front of me. 

" No, I'm not going home. I'm not going to go home until we get to 
the bottom of this. Tell me, why did you not tell me that your 
boyfriend was an elf?" 



I didn't know what to say, but I couldn't just leave. Blake was my 
friend, I didn't want to lose the special bond that I had with her. 
Without her, I wouldn't even have a job. " I was jealous of you," I 
blurted, the words spilling out of my mouth. I had wanted to disguise 
the statement and mix in some fancy words just to hide it, but the 
plain, simple truth just fell out. " All the time, I was jealous of 
you. You were prettier than me, and you have always been able to keep 
a boyfriend for longer than me. I knew that your favorite character 
from the Silmarillion was FA«anor, and now that he was here, I didn't 
want you to take him away from me. For some reason, the thought of 
you fangirling around the office just horrified me. You have charms 
and things that I never will have. 

" If you thought that kiss was real, it wasn't. FA«anor doesn't love 
me, and he never will. He was pretending all this time, but in 
reality, you could steal him away from me in the blink of an eye. I 
didn't care if you were with Tyler, I saw all the looks that FA«anor 
was getting from girls in just one day, and I knew that you were a 
danger to my love life. I only met him yesterday, but I just love him 
so much, you do not know. You might think that my heart has been 
broken way too many times for it to hurt again, but kissing him, even 
if it was pretend, made me feel like it was the first time of my 
lif e . 

" I don't want anyone to take him away from me, even if we aren't 
even together. I know, I'm a selfish, mean, jerk. But I don't care. 
Not anymore." My voice faltered, and I broke down almost immediately. 
I prepared myself for a face-plant in the floor, but when my eyes 
closed, all I felt were Blake's arms wrapped around my own. She was 
hugging me so tightly, I thought my chest would burst. Still, it felt 
good. I could smell her lavender-coconut perfume, and remembered how 
comforting it was to have a friend by my side. 

We drove home in silence. Despite our awkward moments today, FA«anor 
still seemed enthusiastic. " So, what is there to do when we arrive 
home?" he asked, putting down "Oh, the Places You'll Go". 

" Sleep. I know I had four cups of coffee today, but it only makes me 
more exhausted. You see, coffee only extends my awakeness for so 
long. When it's time to crash, I crash like a rock. Normally, I would 
only drink about a cup per day, but you know, today is, well, 
different, " I said. 

" So that's what coffee does," he mused. " No wonder I feel so full 
of energy. Even back home, at this hour, I would be a bit tired. It 
is past midnight already, you know." 

I sat up straight in my seat, aghast. " How much did you drink?" I 
asked, horrified. 

" Ten cups. Was I not supposed to?" Uh-oh. Now FA«anor would have no 
other choice but to stay awake all night long. 

" Sorry, but I don't think you are going to be able to sleep tonight. 
But the worst it, in the morning, when you wake up, you will be 
extremely tired, " I told him. 

Surprisingly, by the time we reached my house, FA«anor had already 
fallen asleep in the car. He slept with his eyes open, which was 
kinda creepy, but it didn't really matter. I almost wanted to just 



leave him there. I only had one bed in my house, which was my own, 
and I didn't want to crash on the floor or something. I had had my 

fair share of overnight trips in the wild, where I had to sleep in a 

sleeping bag for a week. By the time I returned home, my legs were 
covered in bug bites, my face was all scratched up, and I couldn't 

stand up straight without my back groaning like crazy for a month. I 

read somewhere that sleeping on a hard floor helps your spine become 
stronger, but in my case, it felt like my spine was being washed on 
an old fashioned scrubbing board. 

I got off the car, and was hit by a cold blast of wind. Even though 
Groundhog Dday had predicted that winter was long over, spring was 
still chilly, especially when it rained, and dark storm clouds 
covered the sky. I was about to close the car door, but found it very 
hard to do so. FA«anor seemed so peaceful, so beautiful, that I 
couldn't just let him freeze in the car. Sighing, I tapped his 
shoulder. He blinked, and his eyes returned back to focus. " We're 
back already?" He said, yawning. Gods, I didn't know that elves could 
yawn . 

" Yeah. Do you want to come inside? I don't think you should sleep on 
the couch again. Besides, it's awful cold outside," I said. I was 
still wearing his jacket, but even then, the cold wind found a way to 
freeze me up from head to toe. " Come on in." 

He hopped gracefully out of the car and followed me to the door. I 
fumbled with the keys, as usual, but plugged them it, and was 
welcomed by the warm, cozy feeling of home. " You can sleep in my 
room, " I told him. 

" And what about you?" 

" I'll, crash on the couch, " I mumbled. " I'm used to it." That was a 
complete lie. I hated my couch- it was rather hard, but the worst 
thing was, I rolled around in my sleep. I had a pretty sizeable bed 
upstairs, so I wouldn't fall off, but I had a tendency to topple over 
the edge whenever I was asleep. I guess I would probably die if I 
ever slept by a cliff, so I tried to avoid it altogether. " Are you 
sure you want to sleep in that? I have some pajamas upstairs that 
might fit you." 

" Pajamas?" He frowned, but then his face lit up again. " Oh, yes. 
Siri told me that they were clothes humans wore when they slept. How 
do you have men's clothes?" 

" One of my boyfriends slept over here once. He left some stuff," I 
answered stiffly. 

" Why?" 

I began to climb upstairs, and he followed me. The boy the clothes 
belonged to was my senior boyfriend. I had thought that he was the 
most handsome person on earth, and was very pleased with myself when 
I finally got him to kiss me in campus, at night, under the stars. I 
took him home that night, and I had thought that it was the best day 
of my life. I wasn't really the smartest person ever, so I definitely 
made some pretty terrible mistakes then. 


Yes, I am confessing this very fact: No, I am not a virgin, but I 
wish I was. I gave my heart to him that night, and in the morning, he 



was gone, his pajamas hung up in my closet, like they had been there 
all along. Somehow, the idea of FA«anor wearing them made me sad. 


" He was a basketball player, so they should fit you well. I know 
they aren't the silk robes that you had back at home, but at least 
they're comfy," I said, handing them to him from where they lay 
folded up, next to FA«anor's tunic. Leaning against the closet was 
his sword. It was sheathed, but looking at it made me shiver. It was 
about four feet tall, five including the hilt which was set with 
rubies. It was undoubtedly made by FA«anor himself, to match his 
fiery spirit in the old days. He seemed to have calmed down a little 
now . 

" What is basketball?" he asked. " Everyone keeps saying that." 

" I told you, we're going to the library tomorrow, so you will be 
able to find out about everything that is going on here." 

I tossed them to him, walked out the door, and went downstairs. The 
couch wasn't big enough for me to even lie down on ( well, I was six 
feet four) , so I curled up in a tight ball, hoping to get through the 
night without falling off. 

However, I must have been cursed or something, because sometime 
during the night, I rolled overa€ and landed on the floor, without 
even realizing it. I kept on sleeping, unaware that strong arms were 
now carrying me upstairs. I slept through the rest of the night in 
peace, on my own bed, nice and soft, FA«anor right besides me. 


5 . The Library 

Saturday mornings were always my favorite, just like everyone else on 
earth. I didn't have to wake up to the loud racket my alarm clock 
made. I would wake up to the chirping of birds ( at noon) and the 
sun, already high up in the sky, just waiting to greet me. 

This morning, I woke up and the first thing that occurred to me was- 
Holy %&$#! I must have crawled back up here after using the bathroom 
or something. How embarrassing. FA«anor was lying awake, scrolling 
through my iPhone. He chuckled at something, and I scowled. " How did 
you get into my phone in the first place? I didn't even tell you my 
password . " 

" It's my brother's name. That wasn't so hard to figure out," he 
said. My face turned bright red. " Why are you so obsessed with him 
anyways? You have at least a million screenshots of him here. And 
what is a screenshot? It says it on the top of your phone, but I 
still don't know what it means. Besides, these look absolutely 
nothing like him." He scrolled down and appeared to frown at 
something, then showed the phone to me. " Are you serious? In this 
one he looks like a troll. In this one I have a sword that is 
completely inside of his neck and he is still alive. And look at this 
one. He does not have golden hair!" 

I scurried out of bed, and stood on my chair. " Look, I know you 
didn't mean any harm, but keeping private things private does not 
just include not reading my thoughts, " I announced. " Please stop 
going through my phone, ilt's just a very nasty thing to do 
here . " 



He shrugged and slid the iPhone across the nightstand. He got out of 
bed, and I realized that his shirt wasn't on, but rather, on the bed 
besides him. He saw me staring at him and smirked. " Apologies, my 
Lady. But it became rather hot and itchy. I would prefer not to wear 
it." I considered giving him a lecture about how it was customary to 
wear a shirt here. But I decided not to embarrass myself even 
further. I had crawled back up here mistakenly and slept in the same 
bed as him, and now he knew every single little secret that I tried 
to keep crammed inside of me. 

" Oh, and _I_ was the one who carried you upstairs after you fell off 
your couch, " he said, opening my closet door and throwing his shirt 
back in. I considered just jumping out the window right there, but 
decided that it wasn't worth it. I mean, he already knew my secret, 
and this was obviously just a test to see my reaction. In front of my 
mirror, he stared at himself (shirtless) with pleasure. I rolled my 
eyes, but couldn't help feeling awed looking at him. He was slender, 
not thick-bodied like a sumo wrestler, but probably stronger than 
one. Yeah, definitely. Images of FA«anor in a wrestling match popped 
into my mind, and I decided that that would be a good backbone if my 
financial situations didn't improve. Or, he could take up modeling. 

Oh wait, no. The thought of FA«anor in a Calvin Klein underwear just 
made me want to puke. Still, it wouldn't be a bad last resource, 
although I certainly didn't want FA«anor all over social media and 
girls fainting whenever someone mentioned his name. 

" I'll go downstairs and make some breakfast, while you, um, get 
dressed, " I mumbled. Gods, why did I always mumble when I was around 
him? The fact that FA«anor and I had slept in the same bed last night 
didn't mean that we were in love. At least, he wasn't. Even our kiss 
last night was because we were in front of Blake and Tyler. Oh, 
shoot. Blake knew my secret- FA«anor's secret. Despite all that we 
had been through together, I couldn't help feeling doubtful. I knew 
that she was trustworthy and all that. But, with a secret as big as 
this, I wasn't sure if she would keep it in. The only thing I could 
do was cross my fingers and hope for the best. 

I headed to the kitchen and dumped some oatmeal into a pot that I had 
filled with water. It wasn't instant, so I had to wait at least 
twenty minutes. I got curious, and headed to the living room, where 
my laptop was sitting on top of a tiny desk in the corner. I typed in 
FA«anor, and clicked on images. I frowned. These looked very strange, 
almost as if he were evil or something. Well, he might have screwed 
up big time before, but it wasn't worth giving him red eyes or 
pointed teeth or something. I scrolled down the page, and a voice 
behind me said, " That looks absolutely _nothing_ like me. These 
mortals, they forgot that I was the fairest of all the children of 
Iluvatar, and just remembered that fact that I was creepy, evil, guy 
who hacked down everything in his path. Did you see that one? I look 
absolutely hideous!" I turned and saw FA«anor, who had apparently 
crept up on my again. 

I slammed down the laptop, embarrassed, and stood up straight, 
enraged. " Ok, new rule. As long as we are in this house, you are not 
allowed to creep up on me! It is just rude, and a€ | . weird. Is that 
understood?" FA«anor nodded, an innocent smile upon his lips. 

_No bad intentions. I already looked myself up on the internet. For 
some reason, they portray me as an old man, _his voice echoed through 



my brain. Oka€ | now I had to be careful about what I was thinking as 
well. How would I know if FA«anor was keeping his promise to not read 
my mind? He could communicate with me telepathically , what could he 
_not _do? 

I sighed and walked over to the door to pick up my Wall Street 
Journal. As usual, Donald Trump's orange-toned face and terrible hair 
was plastered on the front page. It had been very amusing to read 
about all the comments that he made at first, but now it was just 
getting annoying. I didn't care about the presidential election- 
everyone running this year was a doofus. As I shuffled through the 
thick articles, something caught my eye. It was just a small, narrow 
column in the corner of the page, and it read: 

**Florida: Citizens Report Strange Sightings of Supernatural 
Being** 

_Citizens of Marion County, Florida, have reported sightings of a 
strange being wandering around local neighborhood. He was first seen 
by Liam Rodriguez, who later told the press that, " He was very tall, 
like a basketball player. But he was wearing strange clothes, 
something that seemed like a tunic, medieval style. I didn't see his 
face, but I saw that he had long, dark hair. There was also a sword 
hanging from his side, very long and medieval as well. The strangest 
thing was- he had pointed ears, and he moved like a shadow, quick and 
agile. If I hadn't been so sensible, I would have thought that he was 
an elf from Lord of the Rings. I mean, Santa's elves aren't exactly 
tall and dark, are they? And they certainly don't carry around giant 
needles." Many other residents in the area have seen the " elf", and 
had the same description of him as Rodriguez did. The last time he 
was seen was near Lake Weir, by 9th grader Stacey Hailey. When 
interviewed, she said, " I have been a huge Tolkien fan for the 
longest time, and he matches the description of an elf perfectly. I 
couldn' see his facial features, but he seemed very tall and very 
strong, and dare I say it, very handsome." But the question is, is 
this supernatural being real, or is Marion County hallucinat ion?_ 

I frowned. This was a coincidence, right? Two days after FA«anor fell 
onto my driveway, an article appears on the newspaper, claiming that 
an elf was wandering around Florida. What had FA«anor first said to 
me when he came here? _Fingolfin's term was over, and he came with me 
to the great doors. He disappeared through the storm first, and I 
went in after him. I wonder where he is now. _0h my god. That was 
Fingolfin! He was halfway across America, in a tiny rural area in 
Florida. I was utterly baffled, and had absolutely no idea what to 
think . 

" Aren't we to go to the library today, Diane? You said that it would 
give me some information about this world and its peoples." FA«anor's 
voice brought me back to reality, and I slammed the paper down. He 
had finished his oatmeal, and was now staring at me with a bored 
expression on his face. 

" Oh, yes. Just let me get something and we'll be right off," I said, 
trying to fake a smile, hoping that it worked. I ran upstairs, almost 
tripping over myself. As soon as I was alone, I lifted up my mattress 
and shoved the newspaper inside, crushing Donald Trump's ugly face 
( #moneycan ' tbuygoodhair ) , breathing heavily. Guilt was crushing my 
soul. What had I just done? I should have showed that newspaper to 
FA«anor! I couldn't imagine his reaction as he heard about his 



brother. But then again, if he knew about it, then what was there to 
stop him from walking away, grabbing his brother, and then working 
some elvish mumbo jumbo together to get them out of earth and back to 
Arda . 

I changed into a tank top, jeans, and my army jacket, my mind flying 
back and forth. I looked into the mirror, drawing a deep breath, and 
headed downstairs. The library wasn't that far away, but as soon as I 
stepped out of the car, the wind whooshed past me, blowing my hair 
up. I looked around at FA«anor frantically, and saw that the wind had 
blown his hair up, revealing his ears. I shoved him back into the car 
and pulled off a hair tie from my wrist. 

" Here, this is so that people don't see your ears," I said through 
gritted teeth, putting his hair into a ponytail where his side hairs 
covered his ears. 

He didn't pull away, but asked, " Why must I cover my ears?" 

" Just because," I answered, " I said so. Perfect!" He groaned and 
rolled his eyes, but didn't protest. 

We went in, and FA«anor was immediately drawn in by all of the books. 
We started out on the first floor, where all of the classics and 
thrillers were, but it turned out that FA«anor's reading was still 
pretty basic, so we ended up having to go to the children's section. 
Right as we were heading upstairs, I saw a cart that contained all of 
the Tolkien books on the side, and made sure that I was on FA«anor's 
right side, so he wouldn't see it. He glanced at me apprehensively, 
but then turned away and shrugged. 

FA«anor seemed a lot more comfortable than me, and he definitely 
didn't see that everyone in the library was staring at him as he 
flipped eagerly through " The Lorax" . I grinned nervously at them and 
then made the shooing hand gesture. A little girl began to cry and 
ran back into her mother's arms, who then looked at me angrily, but I 
had already ducked behind a shelf. Gods, people were just so 
sensitive these days! 

Eventually, he settled down in a corner, engrossed in his book. I 
sighed, and went downstairs. I wanted to check out a couple more 
books for FA«anor, just in case he decided that his reading level was 
too high for picture books. I was walking towards a table to drop off 
my overflowing stack of books when I bumped into the person I had 
been wanting to avoid for a long time- my math professor, Mr. 

Mcgran . 

" Oh, I'm sorry," he said, bending down to pick up all of my books. " 
Hm. A Tale of Two Cities, The Origin of Species. Jane Eyre. Oooh, and 
my personal favorite: The Iliad. Good choices, Ms. Gillen." 

" Mr. Mcgran. I didn't know you like to read," I said, barely able to 
breath. This was the math teacher that failed me for the semester, 
the one who always told me that I needed to study more. 

" I'm a math teacher, not oblivious to the rest of the world, Ms. 
Gillen. Anyways, who are these for? I thought you had them all at 
home? " 

" Urn, a friend. He likes classics." 



" Well, he's lucky to have such a bright student as you as his 
friend," he said, smiling. 

I sighed and sat down at the table. " You told me that I failed the 
test, and very much as well the class. How would you ever think that 
I'm a bright student, huh?" I didn't mean to be disrespectful, but I 
had never like Mr. Mcgran. He was a small man, with messy hair that 
stuck up on his head. His rimless glasses made him seem like he was 
always frowning, yet now he had a kind expression on his face. 

" I'm not trying to offend you or anything, Ms. Gillen. I'm just 
stating a simple fact, " he said, sliding into the chair across from 
mine . 

" Is there any way to get my grades up before the end of the year?" I 
asked, desperate. 

He shrugged. " You could study. You always could have studied." 

I rolled my eyes. " You always say that! I'm trying as hard as I can, 
but I still don't have an A. I'm studying, but it's just not 
helping ! " 

He sighed and took off his spectacles and cleaned them on his shirt. 
His face seemed shrunken, and mole like. " And why is that?" When I 
didn't answer, he said, " Is it because your heart isn't really in 
it? Look, I've met students like you before. They are extremely smart 
and eager to learn, but they don't succeed. You know why?" 

" Why?" 

" It wasn't right for them. College wasn't the last piece of their 
puzzle, the missing key they needed to unlock their dreams." I was 
astonished. Here I was, devastated, my math teacher talking to me 
about " achieving your dreams" and all that. " What _are_ your 
dreams, Ms. Gillen?" 

I was silent for a moment. No one had ever asked me about that for a 
long time, and I wasn't sure if my answer would be acceptable. After 
a moment of brief silence, I said, " I want to go into the music 
industry." I thought that he would frown or something, like I was 
saying like a little girl- _I want to be a pop star when I grow up!_ 
But instead, he smiled and motioned for me to go on. " I've always 
been attracted to music. It was like something in my life was missing 
without it. But if that is what you mean, yes! I can sing, I can 
write my own songs, I can play the guitar and the piano." 

Mr. Mcgran was beaming. " Then are you ready to pursue your 
career? " 

" Yes!" I chirped. 

" Good. How will you start?" 

" I don't know. I need to start sending around my demos, trying to 
book a gig or something. Then, there's finding a producer. Uh, this 
sounds like a silly little girl's dream, but I'm not fantasizing, I 
swear . " 



" I believe you. Then what are you waiting for, get started!" 

" Thank you, Mr. Mcgran. But what exactly should I do to get 
started? " 

" Well, if it's your true passion, then you will know." 

" Are you suggesting that Ia€ i drop out of school? But I can't do 
that! My family would be so ashamed of me." 

" I don't know. You need to make up your mind. Don't worry, you have 
the entire spring break to do it. But for now, I just want you to 
know- there is no way for your mind to improve your grades if your 
heart doesn't want to do it," he said, and got up from his chair. " 
Oh, I have to rush off to physical therapy. Good talking with you, 

Ms. Gillen." He shuffled out of the library, leaving me standing 
there in shock. Did my mean math teacher just give me a philosophy 
lesson? 

" Good talking with you too. Professor!" I called after him. 

I shrunk back into my seat, flipping through my books. A smile was 
now on my face, but then it quickly vanished. I wanted to pursue a 
musical career, but I would be the first in my family to get off the 
"proper" road. Singing wasn't always the most successful way to live. 
Even the most talented vocalists could be turned down and end up 
living on the streets. I was a soprano, and everyone who knew me knew 
that I loved to sing. Not to mention, but I had quite a lovely voice. 
It was strong and bold, but smooth and flowing like silk. I could 
always hit high notes that no one else in my class could, even at a 
very young age. 

My mother was a doctor, and graduated from Yale, while my father went 
into science, and then went to Harvard. They used to tell me that Ivy 
League blood ran through my veins, and that I should be proud of it. 
Well, it seemed to have been altered somehow, because I was 
definitely not Ivy League material. Even from Heaven, they would 
still be watching, their hawk-like eyes tracking every single little 
mistake I made. My mother had died when I just started college, from 
a heart attack. I cried and basically curled up in a tiny corner in 
my room for about three months, until Blake finally got me to crawl 
out of there. My father had passed away when I was just in high 
school, from lung cancer. I didn't even know that he had been 
smoking, and neither did my mom, until it was too late. 

I knew that they couldn't really control my actions right now, but 
when I went up to heaven to join them, I would probably get the worst 
scolding ever. And, what if my musical career went up in flames? As I 
said before, there was no guarantee for success. At least if I went 
to college, I would have some sort of insurance, since education was 
still pretty important in job applications these days. So, I would 
just be a good girl and stay in college, just like my mother, risk 
free, and stress free. Phew. 

I went upstairs to get FA«anor, who was no longer reading " The 
Lorax" . He was now shuffling through the shelves. " I thought you 
liked Dr. Seuss!" I said to him. 

He huffed and told me the story. Apparently the little girl that I 
had somehow offended by shooing away wanted to get revenge on me, but 



because I was downstairs and her mama wouldn't let her meddle with 
adult books, she took it out on FA«anor, who had no knowledge 
whatsoever of divas. She called him a "big baby", that he was reading 
" baby books". FA«anor must have a very big sense of self-control to 
not just blast her right there ( at least that was probably what I 
would've done), which he _was _actually capable of. 

I felt the urge to roll across the floor, chortling with laughter, 
and I felt even more like doing it when I saw the look on FA«anor's 
face. He was completely red with rage, and his hands were balled up 
into fists. I couldn't resist it anymore, and a river of chuckles 
just fell out of my mouth like Niagara Falls. " I'm sorry," I said 
amidst laughter. " It's just too funny!" 

I finally calmed down after a while, and so did FA«anor. " Here, I 
got you some better books. Honestly, I thought it was pretty silly of 
you to read little kiddy books as well." We went downstairs to check 
the books out, but FA«anor got distracted again, this time by the 
Harry Potter books. I had been into several web arguments about how 
terrible Harry Potter was, and that it was a complete copycat of Lord 
of the Rings, except Harry was a lot taller than Frodo. " Magic, urn, 
special elven powers! Does that ring a bell?" FA«anor only agreed to 
leave them alone when I told him that in there, magic spells came 
from wands, and not from the creation and the existence of the elves 
and all that. FA«anor didn't need a wand to use magic- I had seen him 
dry himself from the soaking rain in five minutes flat before. Also, 
he could read minds, and he had telepathic abilities. He could 
probably do a lot more than that, and plus, he was immortal! How much 
better did it get? 

On the way home, I handed FA«anor " A Tale of Two Cities", and by the 
time we got home, he was almost a quarter through the book. I suppose 
it was easier to read because even though he didn't know how to read 
Eenglish, it was closer to the style of what he spoke back home, 
although I had absolutely no idea how he actually knew how to speak 
Eenglish. It must have been the " Common Tongue" that JRR Tolkien 
described in his books. He sank into the couch, completely absorbed 
in his new books. I sighed, because I had a different thing on my 
mind now. 


6. The Piano 

It was downstairs in the basement, gathering dust for not being used 
for so long. I gingerly lifted the cover and pressed my finger down 
on one key- yes! It was still in tune. I sat down, inching myself 
towards the keyboard. Before, I used to take lessons, so the piano 
sat in my living room, waiting to be played. Now, ever since I 
started college, it had been hidden away in the dark, alone and 
unused. I slid my fingers over the keys, wanting to get a feeling of 
everything. And then, I began to play. It started out slow and soft, 
yet melancholy. It was some old tune that I had learned millions of 
years ago, and had forgotten the name of. 

After listening to three lines of it, I began to sing. I had a 
tendency to raise "regular" songs one or two octaves higher than they 
actually were, but this song didn't need it- it was already pretty 
high. The words weren't in a foreign language, but even as I sang, I 
didn't fully understand their meaning. The melody seemed to be 
weaving, weaving a tapestry. It was a clear blue in some places, and 



fresh green in others, while there was a grey twilight, with a night 
sky full of stars. 


I didn't know how, or why, but I began to shake, and the song 
faltered. _Why did you stop? _A voice said inside my head. I turned 
and saw FA«anor standing there, his arms crossed in front of his 
chest . 

_I don't know, _I said back. 

_I know that song._ 

_You do? How? Did Siri find it for you on YyouTtube?_ 

_No, I asked her to but it wasn't there. _Darn it- I really needed to 
change my password. 

_How could you possibly know that song? I think my piano teacher 
taught it to me or something. I forgot, but I learned it from here, 
not Lord of the Rings. _ 

_We do not speak Eenglish in Aman, so I know it with different 
lyrics, but the tune is the same. Can you play it for me again? _I 
nodded and started back again, my fingers almost gliding over the 
keys. Three lines, I counted. Again. I expected FA«anor to just leave 
me there alone and go back upstairs to finish reading or something, 
but then he began to sing. His voice was strong and smooth, yet 
magnificent and beautiful, like water in the river. It took all of my 
willpower to not stop playing and just marvel at him. Now I knew why 
Tolkien loved elves so much- they were not only immortal and deadly, 
they were beautiful and skilled in all of the arts, which obviously 
included singing. 

His words were in a different tongue, probably his own, but it made 
them even more beautiful. He didn't sing like those artists out there 
today, who apparently didn't know the first thing about being a real 
vocalist and was just there to show everyone their sexy side. He sang 
like he meant it, from the very depths of the ocean to the great 
mountains that pierced a hole through the sky. I know, I am such a 
nerd, but I couldn't help it. FA«anor was perfect in every single 
way, even if he was a bit narcissistic and loved to read Dr. Seuss 
books. Or at least, he used to. I wonder what his family would think 
of him here, eating oatmeal for dinner and driving in a car from 
place to place. I guess I should have been glad that he didn't just 
faint right there on my doorstep when he saw my unruly back yard. 
Actually, I would like to revise that statement. If things had been 
different, there would have been no point in him waking up, since he 
would just pass out again once he woke up. 

However, three minutes passed, and my piano knowledge of the song 
ended. However, FA«anor seemed to be good singing acapella as well, 
so I just stared at him. I was sure that I looked absolutely weird 
right now, but he didn't seem to mind. My jaw was wide open, although 
I was sure my eyes were drooping as well. I didn't know how long I 
sat there listening to him, but at around five minutes, his voice 
faltered, and trailed off. I was broken out of my trance. " Wow! I 
always knew that elves could sing, but I never really associated 
music with FA«anor. I just thought of you as a pretty dark guy who 
got a little too burned up. You, know, with the dead body thing." I 
was sure FA«anor was going to roast me alive, but honestly, he looked 



a little tired, and a little sad as well, and I couldn't exactly 
explain the blank stare he was giving me. 

" Where did you learn it?" I asked him, eager to get out the awkward 
silence between us. 

FA«anor was silent for a moment, and he suddenly seemed shrunken, 
fading into the dark shadows. He stood hunched over, and I almost 
thought that he would toppled over, but then he spoke. " Nerdanel 
used to sing it. She sang it my sons, Amrod, and Amras, when they 
were born. Maedhros too. I suppose she loved them the best because 
they resembled her the most in appearance, and nature as well. I know 
that a mother is not supposed to choose among her children, but when 
the Noldor began to revolt, they were the ones who always had second 
thoughts, who seemed more peaceful and quiet. When I took them away 
from her, her children, her heart shattered, and her blissful days 
were no more. Can you imagine that, Diane? In the end, her sons were 
the only reason for her life. She had long before foreseen my doom, 
in fire and smoke. Wherever she is now, I hope for her the 
best . " 

No, I could not imagine it. I had never even had a boyfriend who 
stayed for longer than a month. How was I ever to understand how it 
felt to really love someone, when I didn't even know if love existed? 
Whether out of natural instinct or something else, I walked over to 
FA«anor and hugged him. I had to stand on my toes because, even 
though I was six feet, he was like, six five. Still, it felt good. I 
buried my head in the crook of his neck, feeling his warmth. _Is this 
strange to you, that after all this time, I am grieving still 
grieving for my wife? _he asked me. 

_No, it's not. I mean, considering which point of view you look at it 
from, you're still only three days old, _I replied, and received 
silence on the other end. Awkward silence. I pulled away, but I still 
gripped his arms. " Ok, how about this: go take a nice, warm bath 
right now, and I'll make you some lunch. After that, we'll go out and 
have a fun afternoon, alright?" I said, trying to make my voice sound 
cheery and all that. I hoped that I didn't sound too much like his 
mom, and considered saying that, but then I realized that his mom was 
dead, and like everyone else that he loved, he was the one who had 
killed her. Yay! One for FA«anor! (Ugh, he really did have a 
disappointing life.) 

" What's a bath?" 

" Are you kidding me?" 

The real reason why I wanted FA«anor to go settle down was because I 
had to do some research. I thought of something that Blake had said: 
Middle Earth/ Aman was real ! I had actual proof of that now, which 
had been in fact been my dream for many years. However, I had never 
thought of it this way. How on earth had FA«anor known about that 
song? He was telling the truth when he told me that his wife had been 
singing it, but how had I known it? There was something murky in the 
water here, and it was not the first time. FA«anor was supposed to be 
reincarnated back on Aman, but how had he ended up here? That storm 
that he was talking about- it was special in some way. 

I didn't know how, but there was some sort of connection between Arda 
and Earth. Even in my own mind, it sounded psycho, but then again. 



FA«anor, son of Finwe, and elf, was in my house. Actually, when he 
came back down, I was going to tug on his ears to make sure they were 
real, and that he wasn't just some mad scientist who loved to trick 
silly little girls, who had developed some special tech to dry off 
completely in less that five minutes. Still, that wasn't really a 
possibility. One glance, and you would understand that FA«anor had no 
equal on this planet, this universe, and this multiverse. This time, 
science wouldn't get me very far, and I would have to put forth my 
silly beliefs to work. 

I grabbed my laptop and headphones, and ran into the guest room, 
which was plain empty besides for a few cardboard boxes filled with 
who-knows-what that I had never even bothered to open. I slumped down 
against a wall, but not before I made sure to lock the door. I didn't 
want FA«anor to barge in and see what I was doing, for reasons that I 
have already explained, and did not want to explain again. I searched 
Lord of the Rings, and there was a strange video that had just been 
made this morning. I saw the headlines, and it said : **Tolkien's 
Universe: The Truth Behind it All **. My blood ran cold, somehow, as 
I clicked it and put my headphones on. 

It was some sort of news for an organization that I had never heard 
of before about- Everse Corp, founded by Lucas Everse in 1977. 
Strange, the same year that the Silmarillion had been published. It 
was a study of outer space anda€ i nuclear physics? What the heck? 
There was a blonde reporter who did look absolutely bored, and a 
small man with salt and pepper hair who was going bald at the front. 
His spectacles were small, round ones, yet his eyes and expression 
seemed alive and full of energy. I realized that as he talked, his 
hands fiddled nervously around his chair. Here's how it 
went : 

REPORTER: How do you feel about your father's decision to step down 
from CEO and lend the position to his son? 

ETHAN: He was the mastermind of the company for many years, and the 
board was very disappointed when he made the announcement. However, I 
respect his decision. He was a wise man, and he never did anything 
without thinking first. 

REPORTER: What future plans do you have for the company? What is the 
next project that you will further investigate? 

ETHAN: My father was always fascinated with astronomy- he always 
wanted to build a spaceship to Mars and never come down again. At 
least, that was what he told me. He never did go up there, but he was 
working on several prototypes when he stepped down. However, I have a 
slightly different field of study. I used to be an Eenglish teacher, 
you know, and my favorite book was Lord of the Rings by JRR Tolkien. 
In fact, I was so fascinated by all the mythology of this universe 
that I decided to go into some more depth about it, and for many 
years I was a devoted fan; I still am. But as I was reading some of 
his other works concerning the events building up to before the 
story, I found something strange. 

REPORTER: And would you mind telling us that, Mr. Everse? 

ETHAN: Mr. Tolkien was a brilliant novelist, I'm sure everyone here 
agrees with that. However, many of his books contain specific 
characters and plots that no other living man has ever created. I 



mean, what other writer has created an entire fictional universe with 
special, unique characters. The main reason why Tolkien's mythology 
is so complex is that there are so many characters involved in it. In 
other fictional universes, the story and background can basically be 
summed up in a few paragraphs or two. However, Mr. Tolkien devoted 
his life to writing thousands and thousands of pages of historical 
events that occurred during that time. 

REPORTER: I'm sure you meant _fictional _events that happened, Mr. 
Everse? 

ETHAN _(turning to the camera and away from the reporter)_: Or is it? 
I realized that there were many characters in Tolkien's world who 
were mentioned, but had no purpose whatsoever in the story, and was 
only mentioned briefly in a book or two. If Mr. Tolkien is indeed as 
brilliant as everyone makes of him, how is it that he named so many 
characters, to have them be useless in the novels? I think that there 
is some truth behind this entire situation, not just fanatical 
thinking . 

REPORTER: May you elaborate on that a little? 

ETHAN: I have always thought that something was queer here, that JRR 
Tolkien was not just an idealist. His books seemed like they were 
actual history textbooks, meant to be read, studied, and even given 
tests on. I know that this sounds crazy, but I think that everything 
in Lord of the Rings, The Hobbit, and the Silmarillion, was 
real . 

REPORTER _(trying not to laugh)_: I'm sure, Mr. Everse, everyone has 
different perceptions of what they believe to be "real" and "not 
real". There is also the common faith that if you believe in 
something, then it is real. So what I think you are trying to say 
is- 

ETHAN: That Tolkien's "fictional" universe is real. Yes, I am not 
joking or anything. I have done some recent studies, but what if the 
idea of a different dimension or something is possible? I know that 
this is not a problem that science cannot solve, so we will just have 
to be theorists here for now. Then, let us pretend that magic, or 
whatever you call it, does exist, and there are different "worlds" 
out there. Our world, planet Eearth and the solar system and beyond, 
is one of them. However, there is also another world, and that is 
Tolkien's universe. We don't exist on parallel lines or anything, we 
are just simply, there! 

REPORTER: Mr. Everse, in the interest of time- 

ETHAN: I don't know if there is a connection of some sort between 
these two worlds, but they do exist. From this point on, science is 
no longer useful, and we will just have to depend on the 
supernatural . 

REPORTER: And what proof do you have of this theory? 

ETHAN: Oh, I don't yet. But I feel something coming up on the 
horizon. My theory is not just a theory-it ' s a fact, and it will just 
have to be accepted. 

The video ended there. I shut my laptop, my brain slightly confused 



and off. I had physical proof that Middle Earth and Planet Earth 
somehow coexisted, although even I wasn't crazy enough to believe the 
"different dimension" theories that everyone else was proposing. It 
just seemed ridiculous to me- why have science when you could have 
magic? I wondered how Everse Corp was doing, after the board found 
out that the CEO was a die-hard Lord of the Rings fan and wanted 
everyone else in the world to get into the fandom as well. I felt bad 
for Ethan Everse, for having such amazing ideas, with no one crazy 
enough to believe him. But then I remembered FA«anor, and that he had 
probably finished taking a bath by now (unless he fell asleep in the 
bathtub, I know from experience how comforting the warm water can be. 
Hey, don't judge, I had to stay up all night writing my English 
essay!) . Sighing, I walked out of the room, shaking my head. I 
couldn't help but feeling a sense of dread about FA«anor finding out 
about the video, and everything else concerning the connection 
between the two worlds. I knew that it wasn't a smart idea to keep 
secrets from elves, since they could always read your mind, but I 
hoped that FA«anor would hold true to his world. I mean, he had 
promised me that he wouldn't try to read my thoughts again, right? At 
least, I hoped so. 


7 . A Night to Remember 

I was pretty sure that FA«anor wasn't going to run away or do 
anything stupid, so we went to buy him some more clothes. Macy ' s had 
a pretty big sale going on, so it was the perfect opportunity. 
Usually, on days like this, the lines would be almost as long as 
Black Friday, and the stores were crowded with teenage girls fighting 
over clothing. It was only one in the afternoon, and I thought that 
we just might as well have lunch in the mall. I didn't usually do 
this, since I wasn't really into fashion and all that stuff, but 
since I might as well think of FA«anor as a sort of permanent 
resident, he should have everything he needed. 

Being an elf of royalty, he was pretty picky about his style. I tried 
to make him check out some fashion magazines to see what men were 
wearing these days, but he always ended up sneaking away to the 
girl's dresses section, and I had to pull him away before he got any 
stares. " If you keep looking in girl's clothes, people are going to 
think you're gay or something!" I hissed. 

" What's wrong with being gay? I think it is good to always be 
cheerful and lighthearted, " he replied. 

I groaned. " Not that one. In here, gay also means you like guys 
instead of girls. I'm not against that or anything, but there are 
people who are, and besides, what guys dress up like guys?" 

" At least this is something like what I wear at home!" 

I sighed and buried my face in my hands. " Remember that little girl 
in the library? If you wear girl's clothes, everyone is going to 
laugh and pick on you like that, although, I don't really think the 
girls would dare to, and then their boyfriends will creep up on you 
in a dark alleyway, gut you, and take all of your money. Except they 
would probably be dead before they even got a chance to attack you, 
and you don't have any money." 

That conversation ended there. The first time I took FA«anor to 



Macy ' s I found him in the intimates section for women, and this time, 
I made sure to steer him clear towards the men's section. I had no 
idea what men were supposed to be wearing these days, anyways. I 
mean, they didn't really have a wide range to choose from, unlike 
women. In school, the only thing they ever wore were dress shirts and 
sports stuff. Elven fashion must have made the males wear big gowns 
and robes and such, which apparently, FA«anor was very used to. 

This time, it didn't take that long. We went out with bulging 
shopping bags, much to my displeasure. This definitely wasn't the 
best day for my wallet, but hey, a girl's gotta have herself some fun 
once in a while, right? I didn't forget about toiletries and such, 
and actually had a pretty heated mental debate about whether or not 
buy FA«anor deodorant . Here ' s how it went : 

YES: Totally. Definitely buy FA«anor deodorant 

NO: No, what are you talking about? Do you know how much deodorant 
costs these days, huh? 

YES: So what? All men have to wear deodorant. It's just unsanitary 
not to do so. 

NO: Doesn't he have special powers or something? Can't he just take a 
magic bath or something? 

YES: I don't think he can do that. 

NO: Well then, ask him! 

YES: No, of course not! 

NO: Did you just say "no"? 

YES: Uma€| 

NO: He's the most powerful Noldorin elf in Arda ! What is it that he 
can't do? 

YES: Even if he can take a magic shower, I'm not taking any 
risks . 

NO: How dare you do that? Do you know how much- 

YES: Blah, blah, blah. Oh, just shut up. I'm getting the 
deodorant . 

So, that was what influenced my decision. I decided that if FA«anor 
actually couldn't smell better (not that he smelled bad, he actually 
smelled pretty gooda€|ok, I'm getting distracted) using his magical 
powers, at least he could have deodorant. 

We were back on the car, and I was buckling up, when he asked, " So, 
where are we to go next?" 

" Home," I answered, but then saw the look on his face. His eyebrow 
was raised, almost as if he were pouting. His face read, _Really? 
Fine," I breathed. " Where do you want to go, Mr. Elf King?" 


He got that strange look in his eyes again, the one that he gave me 



when we were searching for his tuxedo. I blushed and looked away, 
because I knew that he was going to say something super cheesy that 
was going to make me jump out the window, dig a hole in the ground, 
crawl inside of it, and die. I prepared myself for it, looking down 
at my lap, looking as if I was thinking. And then, I felt his hand 
tilt my chin up so I was looking straight into his eyes, which were 
dark as night, yet a fire was burning up inside of them- the perfect 
image of sexy. " Somewhere romantic," he whispered 

I was paralyzed, and couldn't move or talk. " Come on, you're just 
acting, " I finally said. 

_Do you want me to act?_ 

_I don't know. Didn't we just have a big conversation about your wife 
this morning?_ 

_So what? I'm * *FA«anor . * 

" Then let's hit the road," I said, smiling. "Buckle up." 

" Blake! Come on, we're going bowling. Bring Tyler with you!" I 
yelled through the phone, unable to contain my excitement. Exactly 
ten minutes later, Tyler and Blake were sitting behind us in my 
Hhonda . 

" Didn't you say that you were broke?" Blake asked loudly. She was 
trying to get Tyler to hear her so that he could pay for the whole 
thing. Although, honestly, I didn't want Tyler to pay for this, no 
matter how rich he was. The dinner last night must have cost a 
fortune, but it looked like we were on a roll. 

" Are you sure you want to do this?" I whispered to FA«anor. 

" Siri told me everything I need to know about life here, and bowling 
happens to be among the necessities," he said back. I looked at him 
apprehensively, but then sighed and went back to driving. 

" Don't worry. I'll just have to starve for another week. I'll just 
have to work harder and get on Mr. Connor's good side, I guess," I 
answered Blake. 

" Is this called a date here?" FA«anor asked. 

" Yep, " I told him. 

" Is this your first one? You seem nervous." 

" No, this is not my first one. I have had multiple others in the 
past, but this is the first one that I'm paying for," I 
answered . 

The bowling place wasn't that far, and we were driving, so it was 
only about five minutes. I was still concerned about the money, but 
deep inside, I was screaming in delight. I was going on a date with 
FA«anor! He was probably the hottest guy ever to walk Middle Earth, 
and now he was the hottest guy to ever walk Planet Earth. The 
lighting was pretty dim, but I didn't mind- it was more romantic that 
way. I didn't know if FA«anor actually meant this, or if he just 
wanted to toy with me, but whatever the case, it was my turn to make 



this real. 


I walked up to the counter, a slight bounce in my steps. The lady was 
playing Candy Crush on her phone, unaware of the rest of the world. " 
Excuse me," I said, and she looked up. She was quite pretty actually, 
with her blonde curls tumbling down her shoulders, and a creamy 
complexion. Her hazel eyes spotted FA«anor next to me, and she jumped 
suddenly, her phone sliding out of her hands. Wow. She was probably 
still in high school, working to save up for college. 

" How many?" she squeaked. 

" Four, please, " I answered. 

She fumbled around for a while, and then named the price. It was 
obnoxiously high. What the heck was going on? I knew that things 
these days were expensive, but I didn't expect the inflation rate to 
be so high. Last time I came here ( fun fact: I was also in high 
school then), it was only a third of the current price. I groaned 
softly and reached into my purse to pull out my wallet, but then 
FA«anor stepped out and did something unexpected. 

" Hello, " he said, placing his elbow on the counter, winking at the 
astonished girl. 

" Oh, hello," she breathed, twirling her hair while I rolled my eyes. 
But she seemed to be completely entranced by FA«anor, and her eyes 
were as wide as cookies. 

" You see, my friend there, she's having some money problems. It 
would be really nice if you could let us go free for tonight, " he 
purred. Wow, FA«anor was really flirting now. I held my breath, 
hoping that it would work. 

She was silent for a moment, and I thought that she was going to 
suddenly call the cops or something, but she was just staring at 
FA«anor, her eyes wide open. " Diane, what's going on?" Blake 
whispered in my ear. 

" Your boyfriend has got a couple of tricks up his sleeve, it seems, " 
Tyler said. I turned to him, surprised. He was the civilized one, the 
one with the money, and here he was, impressed that FA«anor was able 
to sneak into a bowling place by flirting with the employee. 

" Sure, baby, " she said, beaming at FA«anor, who turned around, a 
look of disgust on his face. 

_Did she just call me baby?_ 

_No, she did not. You're doing fine, baby, _I answered, smirking. 

He turned back around, " Thank you," he said to the employee. 

" No prob, " she chirped. " Wait, " she said, taking out a pen from her 
pocket. Before I could react, she scribbled down her number on 
FA«anor's hand. " Lane seven," she told him. 

When we walked away, I heard her giggling madly. I felt sort of bad 
for her, because FA«anor probably wouldn't ever call her back. " You 
know, that is just extremely dangerous! She could get fired for doing 



that!" I grumbled at FA«anor. 

" Jealous, huh?" He smirked. 

" Not a single bit, " I replied. 

I was pretty good at bowling, but FA«anor hadn't been lying when he 
said that Siri taught him everything he needed to know. It wasn't 
even fair! FA«anor was getting strikes every single time. In the 
beginning, only Blake (who went bowling pretty often) was able to 
keep up with him, but even she fell behind, and in the end, FA«anor 
had twice as many points as I did. I didn't really mind, though, 
except for the fact that Blake and Tyler kissed a little bit too 
much. Tyler would insist on smooching for every single time Blake 
went, which took a very long time. When he saw the grouchy look on my 
face, he announced, " Ok, drinks and food are on me! "Everyone 
cheered, and I gave Tyler a standing ovation. 

" Thanks about the money. I have no idea how I could have stretched 
my wallet that far, but I didn't expect that little scandal either," 

I told to FA«anor. 

" Oh, it's in his blood, isn't it, FA«anor?" Blake said, surprising 
me . 

" Oh, my brothers could all do it as well. Finarfin was particularly 
good, but none were as charming as I was, " he said, picking up the 
bowling ball. 

I gave Blake the death stare, but she smirked at me, and I rolled my 
eyes, smiling. She walked over to me and whispered, " You two are 
absolutely perfect for each other." 

" No, we are not. I don't even know if he likes me, or he's just 
playing a little joke. I think he did that all the time back on 
Eldamar, " I replied halfheartedly. 

" How do you know for sure?" 

" I don't. I'm just making the most reasonable hypothesis I can think 

of." 

" Uh huh . " 

" Just because you've had one too many bad relationships doesn't mean 
this one will crash and burn too!" 

" And how do you know that? If I just stay in the friend zone, then 
I'll be safe. Look, Blake, I don't need another bloody bandage on my 
heart . " 

She sighed, and I suddenly felt guilty about what I just said. She 
had been the one that I had cried against all the time when I was 
abandoned, the one who was always there for me. " I just want you to 
be happy, like Tyler and me," she said sadly. 

" Well, happiness isn't the same thing for everyone." 

" I know. Are you?" 



" Am I what?" 

" Happy? Are you happy?" 

I didn't know what to say. I had been a bit depressed, that I had to 
admit, but it hada€ i changed. I know that FA«anor had only been in my 
life for three days, but it was among the best days of my life, for 
reasons that I could not explain. Maybe it was because I had just 
found out that the fantasy world of my dreams was real, or that 
FA«anor was the the most beautiful person I had ever seen. I didn't 
know, but I didn't even care. Still, I didn't want to give Blake an 
answer. However, I was saved with Tyler coming back with the 
refreshments . 

FA«anor had never drank beer before, I doubted that it would even 
have an effect on him. He was used to drinking wine so strong that 
humans would probably throw up immediately after, and even that he 
could drink a lot of. I wasn't allowed to drink if I didn't want 
FA«anor to drive us home, but I guessed that Tyler and Blake were 
depending on me to drive them home, because they ordered a little bit 
too much, in my opinion. Oh, whatever. I was a bit disappointed that 
I could have any alcohol, but that was alright. I had some champagne 
stashed up in my fridge, just waiting to be opened. 

Soon, both FA«anor and I had used up all of our turns, so we just 
plopped on the couch while Blake and Tyler finished the game. " Fun 
night, eh?" I asked him. 

" We never do these sorts of things at home. I mean, I don't know 
what my brothers like to do in their spare time, but I don't suppose 
they could conjure up something as good as this. I never had any time 
to spare of course, but I had, um, other obsessionsa€ | " his voice 
trailed off. 

I chuckled. " Do you still miss your precious jewels, huh?" 

" Why should I? All they would do is burn my hands, after all the bad 
things I've done." 

" Isn't this your second chance? I think you're doing very well for a 
three year old." 

He laughed, and I playfully punched his arm. " Yes, I am quite tall 
for a newborn babe." 

" You should really try basketball." 

" What's basketball?" 

" Really? Didn't you ask Siri about it?" 

" No, but now that you've mentioned it, I think I'm going to." 

I grinned and looked into his eyes. His face showed no sign of aging, 
but I knew that there were thousands of years of memory inside hima€ | 
And at that moment, I forgot everything- my shattered heart, my 
terrible love life- all that I knew was that I loved FA«anor. It 
wasn't a silly girly crush, it was a deep, buzzing, sensation in my 
gut. Without realizing what I was doing, I grabbed FA«anor's face and 
kissed him. Into that kiss I poured all of my feelings- love, hate. 



nervousness, melancholy, I didn't know. I felt as if it were the last 
night of my life, and FA«anor was the one person I wanted to spend it 
with . 


I kissed him until I couldn't breathe, until Blake and Tyler were 
staring at us with their mouths wide open. Then, I broke off and took 
a giant gulp of air, my heart pounding with crazy. " You guys, the 
place is closing. Do you mind driving us home?" I heard Blake say 
faintly, and smiled. 

Once I dropped Blake and Tyler off, I drove home as fast as I could. 

I slammed the door as soon as we got into the house, and dashed 
upstairs, FA«anor at my heels. If this was another one of my 
boyfriends, I would have regretted it, but it wasn't a boyfriend. It 
was FA«anor, and I wanted to let him in so badly, it hurt. So I did. 
Soon, we were lying on the bed, me on top of him, nothing between us. 
" I thought this was illegal in Arda ! " I said, gasping for air. 

" Well, I'm not in Arda anymore, am I?" he purred, and flipped me 
over so that he was on top. 

" No, you're not," I whispered, and closed my eyes as our lips met, a 
collision of flames, burning bright against each other. We went on 
through the night, his skin fiery hot against mine, but I didn't 
mind. After all, he was FA«anor, spirit of fire. And, for the first 
time, I didn't regret a single bit of it. Finally we stopped, and I 
fell asleep in FA«anor's arms, exhausted. Still, my arms were wrapped 
tightly around his waist, and I thought- _I am never letting you go_. 
I knew that I had said that many times, one of them being with the 
boy who left his pajamas in the closet, but this one time was one 
that I actually meant. No matter what happened in the morning, I 
would always remember this night. 


8. Playing Games 

" How on earth am I going to pay all of these bills?" I cried in 
exasperation. I already had to take a big chunk of money out of my 
income to pay the mortgage, and tax season was already looming upon 
us. Now, the electric and water bill had come in, and it was not a 
piece of cake at all. " What the f*ck is going on with the US 
economy? Donald Trump may have lots of money, but I don't! Just 
because I live in a f*cking house doesn't mean I'm rich!" I almost 
screamed, clutching the paper so hard it crumpled. I didn't know how 
the bills had been driven up so high. I was pretty cautious when it 
came to water and electricity. I took cold water showers every day 
except for Monday, because I was just to upset about the week 
starting to shower in cold water. I turned off the lights whenever I 
could and opened the curtains instead. But still, I had to be 
tortured by handing in this much money. 

I sighed, putting the papers down and taking a sip of coffee. 

Alright, time to catch up with current stuff. And by current stuff I 
meant if there were any more Fingolfin sightings. I clambered up the 
stairs and went to the guest room, locking the door. FA«anor was 
still asleep ( surprisingly ) , so I had some time before it turned all 
awkward and stuff. I still couldn't believe that I had had sex with 
an elf, so I was still in momentary shock, and the worst thing that 
could possibly happen right now would be that he woke up and found me 
doing this. I mean, it really was selfish of me to hide all this 



information from him, but I just didn't want to have my heart stabbed 
again when he left. But still, he would find out someday, and I just 
wished that that day was far, far away. 

I opened my laptop and searched in "Lord of the Rings" again. This 
time, the video of Ethan Everse ' s interview was still up, but 
underneath that was an opinion article written by Aiden Cole, who was 
one of the board members in Everse Corp. Hm, interesting. I clicked 
on it and began to read: 

_When recently interviewed, Mr. Ethan Everse, CEO of Everse Corp, 
claimed that Tolkien's universe was real. Mr. Everse was always a 
great scientist, and would spend hours in his laboratory 
investigating exotic specimens that he got his hands on. However, his 
theory that somehow, Arda ( Tolkien's universe) and Planet Earth were 
connected, did not receive much critical acclaim at all. I know that 
because everything in that world seems so fictional, no one believes 
it. It can be read and investigated for fun, and little children 
would pretend that it was real, but no one would really live their 
entire lives trying to find out if it was real- it's an absolutely 
absurd thought . _ 

_However, people in this universe live off logic and science, and 
cannot open up their minds to the seemingly impossible concept of 
"magic". However, just because we cannot see it doesn't mean that it 
does not exist. I have receive some information of strange sightings 
in Marion County, Florida, of a supernatural creature. Many believe 
that that is one of the elves that Tolkien made up, but the strange 
thing is, no one has actually seen his face, so we do not know for 
sure. However, I think that the superstitions are correct, that it is 
indeed an elf. This is physical proof of Mr. Everse ' s theory, and we 
are very close to uncovering it. _ 

_So for now, to be frank, I will have to say that Mr. Everse is 
correct in saying that Middle Earth and Arda exist. But, how do we 
explain that they are connected? This is the very first crossover 
that the world has seen, and even I don't know what to make of it. It 
seems to be a very complex and mind-blowing situation, that these 
stories that Tolkien shared with the world, are not made up. We do 
not know yet the connection, but we will focus on the current 
evidence for now, and the rest will automatically come._ 

_I have been a very devoted biologist my entire life, and I think 
that this is the key to discovering our purpose here- we don't have 
one! If there are immortal, all powerful beings here, then what is 
the point of living if we have to die and they don't? Many people 
have pondered the idea of death, how it will come to them, if it will 
be painful, and what happens after it. Well, we don't know; but they 
do. There are currently people living in this society with cancer, 
HIV, diabetes, and all other terrible diseases. However, according to 
Tolkien, elves have an inability to become sick or die a natural 
death ._ 

_If we could just investigate this a little further, how the bodies 
of elves manage to sustain them forever, won't we discover the secret 
to never-ending life, and the cure for all the horrid diseases out 
there? Many say that death is a gift, but there is not a single man 
in the world who is afraid of it- and it is only natural to be so. 



_But there are also many other issues in the world that require a 
supernatural being to solve. The elves live in an organized society, 
where there is no anarchy or tyranny, and problems are easily 
resolved. However, the one that we live in currently is not doing as 
well. We have an ongoing feud with the Middle East, and we are facing 
economical issues as well. Our world is collapsing before our very 
eyes, and what can we do but just stand and watch?_ 

_Still, there is one way to solve all of these problems. America 
needs to be prepared for assaults, and the only way to do that is to 
have a stronger military. Now, I have heard that elves have 
extraordinary physical abilities and special powers. If we could only 
muster an army of them, then won't we have the strongest military on 
the planet? Now, I am not saying that we will accomplish any of these 
things, but we can only aspire to do so, and the first step that we 
should all take is believing in the supernatural. _ 

My blood froze after reading. I could see what this guy was trying to 
say, and my mind flew an image of FA«anor strapped down in a lab 
while men in lab coats tried to draw a blood sample. I had been told 
that humans were the most fearsome race on the earth, and the most 
sophisticated species. Well, elves might be strong and lithe as a 
lioness, and clever as a fox, but humans had the technology that they 
lacked, or rather, didn't need. Ethan's interview might have terrible 
and his theory laughed about, but this was absolute cruelty. Just 
because elves weren't humans didn't mean that they could be forced to 
do what we wanted them to do. I had to agree, they were the most 
lethal fighters ever, but I couldn't imagine them charging towards 
Iranian troops or flying fighter jets or dropping nuclear bombs. They 
would think that we were trying to commit genocide or something. I 
mean, why on earth would they ever want to kill humans when there 
were more evil things in the world. They could undoubtedly in their 
sleep, but it would just be completely immoral to them. 

Still, I hated the idea of them being investigated to find the thing 
in their bodies that made them immortal. It wasn't anything 
scientific, and there was obviously nothing behind it, it was the 
just way that it was meant to be. I could imagine humans living 
forever as much as I could imagine Blake growing a beard. It just 
wasn't right. I shook my head, sighing. I closed my laptop and went 
back downstairs, where I found FA«anor sitting at the dining table, 
examining my papers. " What is this?" he asked, holding one up. 

" Urn, nothing, " I mumbled. " Just some unimportant scrap of paper, " I 
added, reaching for it, but he held it back, away from my reach. 

" Well, if it's nothing, then I guess you wouldn't mind me throwing 
it out?" he said, smirking. He stood and started to walk towards the 
trash can, but I sprinted to him and snatched the papers out of his 
hand . 

" Fine," I said, exasperated. " I'm in a bit of a financial 
situation. I'm running out of money, and I still need to pay my 
bills. I don't suppose you have any on you?" He just stared at me 
with a blank expression. " You know, we could always sell your sword. 
How muchhmuch do you think that ruby would be worth, eh?" I 
suggested . 

" You're kidding." 



" Why would I kid? I'm poor, and I need money." 

" Isn't your job good enough?" 

" Are you serious? I barely get higher than the minimum wage!" 

" Can't you get a new job?" 

" I haven't even finished school yet." 

" I never went to school." 

"You had a tutor, and you're a king. I bet you sit with gold running 
through your fingers." 

" I'm not a dwarf." 

" So what? Do you happen to have anything precious on you that we 
could sell?" 

" No, but I can make many things." 

" Do you have a Silmaril, then?" 

" I don't, and even if I would, I wouldn't sell it." 

"Hmph. I'm doomed." But then my mind lit up. " Hey, I gotta workbench 
in my garage. Maybe you could make something with that. But then 
again, you don't have anything to work with, and I don't want to 
start a business." 

He snorted. " Give me a random scrap of metal, and I can make it into 
something beautiful." 

" So can I. Did I ever tell you I had a knack for doing that?" I 
crossed my arms. I really did have a talent with it, although I 
suppose FA«anor was better at it. 

" You are a smith?" 

" I also did martial arts in high school." 

" I see." Before I knew it, he had me pinned to the wall, unable to 
move at all. 

" Hey! I didn't say that I did surprise attacks, and besides, it's 
not a fair fight. First of all, you're an elf, and second, guys have 
a biological advantage, " I protested. 

He let go of me. " Not in my world. In Arda, gender doesn't matter. 

We can all defend ourselves just the same." 

" I said, _I'm a human !_ Does that ring a bell, eh?" I sighed, 
stepping back. " My professor told me that I should pursue my dream, 
but it's completely hopeless." 

" What is your dream?" 

" It's ridiculous, I swear." 



He didn't need to say anything to let me know that ridiculous didn't 
exist. After all, he _did _come back from the dead only a few days 
ago. " Fine. I want to produce music," I told him. 

" I can tell. You have a beautiful voice," he said. 

" Thanks, but it's just not possible. Only one out of a hundred 
people ever get the chance to be a singer, and it's just a little 
girl's dream," I sighed. FA«anor looked as if he wanted to say 
something, but I jumped in before he had the chance. " I know what 
you're going to say. I know that elves can be whatever they want to 
be, and you won't have to worry about financial issues. I mean, you 
don't even have an economy!" 

" That doesn't mean nothing comes without a price," he protested. 

" Like what?" 

" White ships across the Belegaer." 

" That's different. Besides, what was the price for that?" 

" I was banned from Valinor." 

" Isn't that what you wanted?" He was silent after that, and I could 
tell that he was thinking about his past life. His wife and kids, 
probably. " Sorry, I didn't mean that," I stammered. The last person 
I wanted for an enemy was FA«anor, especially after what had happened 
last night. 

" It's fine," he said, and a forced smile was on his face. " Do you 
have anything to do today?" 

" I don't think I can buy anything anymore, with the little money 
that I have. Don't suppose you could charm a few more hopeless 
employees?" He shook his head. 

" I feel very guilty about that now. It's just not fair for them to 

fall for me if I can never return their feelings, " he grumbled. 

I decided to changce the subject. This was getting a bit depressing. 

" I'll make some breakfast, and then we'll talk about where we want 
to go. I mean, I'm on break for two weeks anyways," I said 
cheerily . 

" No, wait. I want to make breakfast," FA«anor said, surprisingly me. 
" I just learned from Siri about a few recipes. Besides, I have to 
show my love for you, my dear." I blushed red from head to toe. 

" Oka€ | I'm going to go shower. Just make sure you don't burn up the 

house, alright? I know that you have a thing for fire, " I told him, 
winking . 

" I'll try not to, dear," he purred, a gleam in his dark eyes, which 
I found to be extremely sexy. I gave him a little kiss and head 
upstairs, shaking my head. 

FA«anor was a surprisingly good cook, and for a while I considered 
thanking Siri, but then I decided that she would probably do more 
harm than good. " Hm, how on earth do you learn so fast?" I said. 



stuffing my mouth, which was not very ladylike at all. 


" It's all in here," he said, tapping his head. " I have very good 
memory . " 

" I wish that was the same for me," I said, scrolling down my phone. 

" Let's see. Central Park, Times Square, hmm. I feel like I should 
give you a tour of the city, but that would take too longa€ i " my 
voice trailed off as I saw FA«anor get a distant look in his eyes. " 
What is it?" 

" I never thought that I would say this, but I do miss Arda, " he 
sighed, and my heart dropped. Those were the very words that I had 
been dreading, the ones that I had tried to avoid. 

" I didn't know you were just here for vacation," I muttered, but he 
still heard me. 

" I'm sorry. This place is very nice, and I love you, but, it's not 
the same as home, " he said. 

" Yeah, I know. That was what my last boyfriend told me before he 
shared my bed at night and deserted me in the morning. What does the 
word love even mean? It doesn't mean you kiss me and stay with me, 
and then one day you just take off running!" 

" No, that is not what I mean-" 

" Oh, I know what you mean, " I said, my voice suddenly loud. All 
those emotions had been building up inside me ever since he came, and 
I just didn't have the strength to withstand another tragic 
heartbreak. " Isn't that what you do? You play your little games, and 
then you just run away? Who are you, even? I read your stories, and 
you seemed absolutely horrible. How could I ever love you if you 
killed so many people without even thinking? I always thought that 
elves were good and fair, but you showed me how evil they could 
really be ! " 

I saw the gleam fade from his eyes, and knew that I had just rubbed 
salt in his wounds, but I didn't stop. Fear drove me on- fear of 
losing him, fear of the burden of love. The fire had always burned 
strong, but sometimes an even stronger wave would come and wash it 
away. " I thought that death that changed you, that you were 
different. I thought that you deserved a second chance, but now I see 
that people like you, they never change. You were always like that, 
and you will always be- cruel and deceiving. I should never have let 
you in. I was stupid, to think that you could make me feel happy 
again . 

" You have absolutely no idea about how much I've been through! My 
heart was already bleeding hard enough, and you just went and stabbed 
it again and again!" I was screaming at the top of my lungs now, and 
every word hurt like crazy. I knew that I was exaggerating, but I 
didn't care. All I wanted was to be loved. I wanted to have a lover 
who was always faithful, who never left my side. I knew that I was 
being impossibly selfish right now, but nothing had ever hurt like 
this . 

" What are you saying? Diane, I'm not-" he tried to say, but I cut 
him up. 



" Yeah, I know. You're not in love with me at all. You're a 
narcissist, dirty, whore. And I can't live with a whore, much less 
love one," I cried, my heart throbbing in my chest. 

" No, you don't understand! I meant-" 

" I know what you mean- I know perfectly well. I've heard it too many 
times to not understand. So don't say anything, FA«anor. I already 
know what you're going to say." I got up, slamming my fork on the 
table. Without another word, I grabbed my car keys and purse from 
where it lay on the table, and stormed out of the room. I climbed 
into the car as fast as I could. I couldn't stand being with FA«anor 
for another second. I felt tears roll down my face as I drove out. 
Before I knew it, I was sobbing so hard that my vision became 
blurred. My heart was cracking in two, I knew it before I felt it. I 
had no idea where I was going, or what I was going to do when I got 
home, or if I was even going to go home. I just drove, on and on, 
nonstop . 

I didn't know how long I had been driving, but I had already reached 
New Jersey when I began to break down. My eyes were red and puffy, 
and my breath came up in tiny little gasps. I turned into a little 
urban neighborhood, with little brick houses lining the streets. I 
didn't know where I was, or how to get home, and I was about to stop 
and take a break when I saw two kids playing ball in the middle of 
the street. They looked young, about seven or eight. I tried to hit 
the breakes, but I was going too fast. In desperation, I veered to 
the left, but my vision was so blurred that my car hit the curb, and 
flipped over. I heard glass shattering, and then felt something hard 
hitting my head. After that, everything blacked out, and all that met 
me was darkness. 


9. Mr Ethan Everse 

" _Mother, I want to show you my latest work. I am sure that you will 
be very proud!" The red-haired man exclaimed. He was very tall and 
handsome, and dressed in medieval style clothes. Wait, no. He wasn't 
a man, because his ears were pointed- he was an elf. He was very 
handsome, and looked rather like FA«anor, except for his coppery red 
hair and silver eyes. We were standing in a great hall, with a very 
high ceiling and a giant glass chandelier hanging above us. It was 
made completely out of white marble, and the walls and floor had 
small grains of diamond embedded inside of them. I was in a white 
gown made out of a silk-like material, and seemed to shimmer when I 
moved. My red hair (which looked rather like the elf's) tumbled down 
in soft waves on my shoulders. _ 

" _A1 1 right, Maitimo. I won't be surprised if your skills have 
already surpassed mine. Your father seems to be very good at 
teaching. He is usually very calm, but when he is impatient, it 
always comes with an ill temper, " I said, my voice ringing like 
silver bells, nice and clear. _ 

_The elf-Maitimo-grinned, and pulled out the sword from its sheath, 
and I was suddenly in awe. It was at least four feet long, and 
glittered like a combination of ice and diamond under the light. The 
hilt was pure silver, and was set with many sapphires and diamonds. " 
This is beyond anything I have ever seen!" I cried out joyously. " 



Did you do this all by yourself, Maitimo?"_ 

" _Well, father and Curufin helped me with the hilt, but I forged the 
blade all by myself," Maitimo proclaimed proudly. _ 

" _This is absolutely beautiful. I am very proud of you, my son. 
However, why are you making swords? There is no more evil to fight, 
and the war is ended, " I said. _ 

" _Father says that the Valar are holding us captive on Valinor, and 
that we must be prepared to strike back, " he replied, his voice a bit 
dull. _ 

" _Why is he saying that? He shouldn't be saying things like that," I 
muttered, frowning. I turned back to Maitimo. " And now he expects 
his children to be like him. Maitimo, you may make swords and 
weapons, but I do not want you to be involved in any revolts. Your 
father knows right from wrong, but now he is acting rashly. I must go 
speak to him. He has been a bita€ i strange lately. "_ 

" _Yes, mother. Although sometimes I do notice a very strange 
customer coming by when he is making weapons. He is hooded, but he 
seems very dark, and very powerful. They speak for a very long time, 
but whenever I come by to ask who he is, he is already gone. There is 
something strange occurring. I sense a dark shadow looming upon 
father," said Maitimo. _ 

" _So do I," I agreed. _ 

I gasped for air, my eyelids flying open. All I saw was white, and 
then shadows began to form. I blinked, and then my surroundings 
became clear. I was on a bed in a white room that I immediately noted 
as a hospital. What the heck? What had happened? Why was I in a 
hospital room? I tried to sit up, but a pain shot up my left arm. I 
moved the covers aside, and saw that it was in a cast. I suddenly 
remembered the car crash, and moaned. Ugh, what had I done? I had 
thrown a little girl temper tantrum, and because of it, I was now in 
a hospital room, my left arm broken. Oh wait, that wasn't it. There 
was a tight bandage wrapped around my head, where I remembered 
something hard had hit . 

I groaned again, and the door opened. A nurse came in, spectacles 
perched on the tip of her nose, a clipboard clutched in her arm. " 
You're alright now, honey. That was quite the crash. By the time we 
found you, your arm was almost snapped off, and a piece of glass was 
buried in your forehead. It wasn't very deep, but there was a tiny 
shard still inside when we took it out. You are fine now. You are 
lucky you survived. Now, I think you have a visitor." She stepped 
aside, and Blake came rushing in. 

" Oh my god, I was so worried about you! As soon as I got the call 
that you had been caught in a car crash, I drove here as fast as I 
could. Are you alright? What happened?" she cried in that super 
squeaky voice that she used when we was worried. 

" I'm fine, Blake," I said, holding up my right hand. " I just got 
angry, and I wanted to drive somewhere, and well, I don't know." 

" Ooh, I know those temper tantrums. You don't get any unless you're 
really furious, so when you do, I make sure to stand back a little, " 



she said, but then her expression became stony. " Tell me, why were 
you angry? Does this have anything to do with FA«anor?" 

" No," I croaked, but then seeing her face, I sighed. " Yep. I think 
I really pissed him off." 

" Why?" 

" It's stupid. Everything was going so well, and then boom. I 
exploded . " 

" And why was that?" Blake persisted. I didn't want to say anything, 
but she nudged me. " Diane, there is no way for me to help you if you 
don't tell me anything. I'm your best friend, come on! It's not like 
you to keep anything from me." 

I bit my lip. " Fine," I groaned. " All of a sudden, he said that he 
wanted to go home, and then, well, I started screaming at him, saying 
that he was a liar and just wanted to play games with mea€ i " My voice 
trailed off. 

Blake's eyes grew wide, and I continued in a strained voice. " I 
know, I was being so selfish. All this time, I was scared that he was 
going to leave me. I didn't want another guy to break my heart. You 
know about everything that I've been through, Blake. I just wanted to 
heal myself, and I thought he would be the perfect cure. But then, 
when he said he missed home, I got angry, and Ia€| called him a dirty 
whore . " 

Blake gasped. " Diane, he is elf royalty, you know that? If you had 
done that in his house, then he would have just killed you on the 
spot ! " 

" So what? He was in my house, and I could do whatever I wanted with 
him!" I snapped, and then slumped back down again. "I'm sorry, Blake. 
I just don't know what's been happening with me lately. Ever since he 

landed on my driveway, I have loved him. I didn't even that a 

relationship could be built up that fast. It was almost likea€| love 
at first sight. I should have know what I was doing was foolish. Love 

just will be another place on my bucket list that I will never be 

able to visit . " 

Blake clasped my hand in hers. " Love isn't on your bucket list. 
You're in it. _I _love you, Diane. You're the closest thing that I 
have to a sister. You've always been there, by my side. Now, I need 
to be there by yours . " 

I felt tears well up inside of my eyes. " You're right. I don't need 
a man to be happy. I'm just fine on my own!" 

" That's my girl!" Blake said proudly. " Now, there is someone else 
here to see you. I don't really know him that well, but the nurse 
told me that he came barging in the hospital, wanting to see you. He 
says that it was his kids that you almost hit, and he was the one who 
found you and called 911. Still, he's here for a rather different 
reasonaC | " 

" I'm because I want to find out the truth," a voice said from the 
doorway. I turned my head, and in walked Mr. Ethan Everse, CEO of 
Everse Corp. 



" Mr. Everse. I didn't expect to see you here. I'm sorry for almost 
hitting your kids, " I apologized. 

" No, no, no! I am glad that you almost hit my kids!" Then, realizing 
what he just said, he shook his head, chuckling. " I'm sorry, I 
didn't mean it that way! I mean that I am glad it gave us an 
opportunity to meet . " 

" Excuse me, Mr. Everse, but why is that?" 

" Because you carry the key to unlocking the mysteries of the world. 
Or should I say, worlds?" He said, smiling crookedly. 

"Oh, I see. Why me?" 

" I think you already know that, Ms. Gillen." 

I raised an eyebrow, trying to act surprised, but Mr. Everse didn't 
fall for it. " Fine, Mr. Everse-" 

" Please, call me Ethan." 

" Sorry, _Ethan. _Alright, I confess. I have an elf from Lord of the 
Rings living in my house with me." His eyes grew wide. 

" Really? I only suspected that you had DNA samples of supernatural 
beings, but I didn't expect it to go that far!" 

" Yeah, this is super cool and all of that, but you are _not_ taking 
him away. I read that article that one of the board members wrote. I 
don't want FA«anor in the military, and I certainly don't want him 
locked up in a laboratory like he's some special specimen of fish or 
something. If you even dare to touch him, I will murder you. Clear?" 

I hissed. 

Ethan looked baffled. " Oh, no. That was Aiden, not me! I just want 
to know if there is a different world out there, but Aiden is taking 
it to a completely different level, and I am not sure if it is even 
sane anymore. Still, I must admit, Aiden 's article will receive more 
positive thoughts than mine. I mean, who doesn't want the key to 
eternal life?" 

" Then why didn't you stop him from writing that article?" 

Ethan sighed. " The board members don't approve of my being the CEO. 
The net worth of Everse Corp is dropping, day by day. All because of 
that interview. The board wants to replace me with Mr. Cole. The CEO 
has power, but I cannot do anything if all the members want to go 
against him . " 

" That's terrible!" Blake cried out from besides him. " If Aiden Cole 
gets his hands on FA«anor, then I have no idea what will happen to 
the poor guy. If they try to extract blood samples, he will think 
they are trying to stab him or something!" 

" Exactly. That is why I cannot allow that to happen," Ethan stated 
plainly . 

" Wait. How did you find out about FA«anor?" I asked, frowning. 



" You talk in your sleep," he replied. " The nurses told me. I wanted 
to come here as soon as possible, but they wouldn't let me in until 
you were awake. You've sustained some pretty bad injuries, but you're 
a tough girl . " 

I was a bit embarrassed about talking in my sleep. I mean, I do 
mutter a few words occasionally, but I must have told an entire story 
by the time that I woke up. Luckily, I found out that Ethan had asked 
the nurses to keep quiet about what I had said. We talked a little 
about the entire mythology behind Middle Earth and Aman, and then 
Ethan left, thanking me for all the information. I guess he couldn't 
wait to get back and fry up the press, so I told him to keep it a 
secret. He seemed a bit reluctant at first, but I couldn't blame him. 
After some more persuasion, he finally agreed. After all, he seemed 
pretty trustworthy. 

Blake and I were left alone in the room, and after a period of long 
silence, she finally spoke. " So, what are you going to do when you 
get home?" 

I hadn't actually thought of that, after all the crazy things that 
had happened since I left the house. " I don't know. I'm actually a 
bit concerned, even. I don't think that my insurance company is going 
to make up for my car. And," I added, " I'm not ready to face FA«anor 
again. I know I said some pretty terrible things back there, and I 
think he's waiting for me to come home so he can roast me alive." 

" Hmm. And, a bit of advice. You shouldn't go around having sex with 
guys that you've just met," Blake said, smirking. 

If I could, I would've jumped. But my blood froze, and I said, " Do I 
really talk that much in my sleep?" My expression was probably that 
of a dying cat, but what worse things could happen? Blake already 
knew, and there was no going back. 

She nodded. " You also said a lot more things that I'm not sure I 
want to say aloud, girl." The look on her face was enough to tell me 
that they probably weren't the most pleasant things in the world. 

" Wait. There's something else that I have to tell you. I think I 
found FA«anor's brother. Or, should I say, half-brother." Blake's 
eyes grew wide open, and I thought that the lids were going to pop 
off when I told her about Fingolfin and the reports from Marion 
County. " I've been very selfish for the past four days, Blake. Not 
only did I want FA«anor to myself, I didn't tell him a single thing 
about Fingolfin. FA«anor was pretty worried about his brother. I knew 
where he was, but I still didn't tell him. Don't you see how selfish 
I am, Blake? Why are you even my friend? I don't deserve someone as 
amazing as you!" I cried, choking back tears. 

" Yes, you do. And I think the most noble person in the world would 
have done what you did if they went through what you did. You've done 
absolutely nothing wrong, Diane," she said softly. " Now, what on 
earth are we going to do? I didn't say that you did anything wrong, 
but I also didn't say that what you did was very smart either!" 

Hm. I was silent for a while, unsure of what to say. " I think I want 
to go home. Would you mind giving me a lift in your car?" I said, 
finally . 



" Yeah, of course!" She replied cheerily. 

" Wait," I said. " One more thing". I wanted to tell her about my 
strange dream, about Maitimo and the sword. But then again, I don't 
think I was ready, after all of this. Besides, I had crazy dreams all 
the time. Still, I felt like I should say somethinga€ | " Who's 

Maitimo?" I asked. 

" Oh really?" she said, crossing her arms. " You wanna see who's got 
more nerd in them?" Nerd? What the heck? I thought that I just made 
Maitimo up. " Maitimo is Maedhros ' mother name. I think you know who 
Maedhros is, or you're not a true Tolkien fan. But, really, Diane. 

I'm disappointed in you. You honestly didn't know that?" 

"No, I thought I made that up." 

" Hm. Well, maybe you did." 


10. The Road Trip 

I felt weird in Blake's minivan; probably because the only car that I 
had never known was a tiny Honda. Her seats were even heated! 

However, I couldn't help feeling a sense of dread as the car rolled 
on to the driveway behind mine. The lights in the house were all off, 

so I supposed that FA«anor was asleep or something. " Do you still 

have your keys on you?" Blake asked as we hopped out ( or rather, 

_she_ hopped out. I sort of crawled out. Hey, what else could you do 
with one arm in a cast and a giant cut on your forehead?) of the 
car . 

" No," I replied. " But FA«anor's inside, so I'll just ring the 
bell." She nodded, and we walked up to my porch. I tried to walk a 
bit slower so that I wouldn't have to face FA«anor, but Blake was 
already far ahead, and I felt weird that I was the cross country 
champion and lagging behind. I drew in a deep breath, and pressed the 
doorbell. I waited for the door to open, shutting my eyes. I had no 

idea what I would say when I saw him. Would he be mad at me, or would 

he be forgiving and all that? I hoped for the latter. However, after 
waiting for what seemed like an eternity, the door still didn't open. 
What was going on? Was he now going to ignore me on purpose? I rang 
the doorbell again, but the door still didn't open. 

I cursed, making Blake jump behind me. I rang it again and again, but 

the door still didn't open. " What the hell?" I muttered, turning the 

doorknob. Surprisingly, the door opened, and I stepped inside, Blake 
behind me. "FA«anor!" I called. " I'm home!" There was no answer. Oh, 
wow. He was still ignoring me! " I'm sorry about all the stuff I 
said. It looks you got me back! I have a broken arm and a destroyed 

car that I have to pay for!" There was still no reply. " What is that 

guy doing?" I said, placing my hands on my hips. 

" Maybe he's upstairs?" Blake suggested. 

" He'd better not be asleep, because I am about to dump a bucket of 
water on his head," I muttered under my breath. I climbed upstairs, 
calling his name, but he didn't appear. " FA«anor, I'm sorry, I know 
that you-" I was cut off when I opened the door to my room. The 
mattress was pushed over, and the newspaper article about Fingolfin 



wasa€ | gone. Oh no . I ran around the second floor, panic overwhelming 
me, but he wasn't there. Finally, when I pushed open the door to the 
guest room, I gasped. My laptop was gone as well. " FA«anor, you have 
hell to pay!" I bellowed, but I really wasn't angry. All this time, I 
was scared of him leaving, and now, now he was gone. I didn't know 
what to think, or even how to think. My head was throbbing so bad 
that I collapsed on the floor, sobbing. 

I felt Blake haul me back to my feet, and then her steady hands 
clutched my shoulders. " He's gone, he's gone forever. I tried to 
make him stay, but it only took him further away, " I moaned, burying 
my head in the crook of her neck. And we stood there for what felt 
like eternity, before Blake finally spoke. 

" What happened?" Blake asked. 

I turned to face her. " He's gone. He's stolen my laptop and run off 
to find his brother." 

She gasped. " You have got to get him back! He could be halfway 
across the country right now! What if the police found him, or even 
worse, mad scientists!" Four days ago, the idea might have seemed 
absolutely ridiculous to me, but now I knew that she was serious. The 
image of FA«anor in a lab room, banging on the bulletproof windows, 
while scientists in long lab coats nodded and took down notes on a 
clipboard, came back into my head, and I suddenly felt like crying 
again . 

" Halfway across the country? He's probably still in Queens!" I 
said . 

" No, Diane. It's been four days. I think he's long gone." 

I was shocked. " I was out for four days?" I cried. 

" Yeah. You had such a high fever, the doctors thought that you were 
going to die . " 

" Well, I'm not dead. We have to go find him!" 


" How?" 


I grimaced, thinking, and took out my phone. "I downloaded a tracking 
app on this phone that allows me to know the location of the 
computer. It was just to help me find my computer after the countless 
times that I lost it on campus, but it's sure to come into handy 
now . " 

" Alrighta€| well, find him!" Blake exclaimed. 

I fumbled around with the phone a bit, but I finally pinpointed the 
laptop's location. " You were right, Blake," I sighed. I felt like my 
mouth was full of lead. " He's more than halfway across the country. 
He's in South Carolina." 

" Do you know where he is trying to go?" 

" Yes. Marion County, Florida." 

" That is a very long way from here." 



" Longer than FA«anor's life span?" 

" No . " 

" Then he should have absolutely no trouble getting there." 

I drew in a few deep breaths to steady myself. Blake raised an 
eyebrow. " Are you sure you're ready for that? I don't see a sign 
that says: Arm Healed." 

" Of course I'm ready! Just because I have one arm in a cast doesn't 
mean that I'm dying!" I exclaimed. 

" Yes, but you can't drive." 

" You can drive." 

" I can't drive by myself all the way to South Carolina." 

" Then call Tyler over." And that was what we agreed to do. 

A few minutes later, Tyler was sitting downstairs on my grandmother's 
old rocking chair, rocking himself back and forth, a cup of coffee in 
his hand. " So you're say," he choked, " That all of that Tolkien 
Mumbo Jumbo is real?" 

Blake nodded and turned to me. " It turns out he's also a fan. Whew! 
Welcome to the club, Tyler!" She high-fived him, smiling 
cheerfully . 

" Alright. Get in the car, we're hitting the road," Tyler said, 
standing up. 

I was going to run out the door when I remembered something. " Wait 
one sec. Just let me grab something." I climbed up the stairs as fast 
as I could without tripping over myself, and burst back into my room. 
After reaching around my closet a little, my fingers closed around 
something cold and metallic. I took a deep breath and pulled it 
outa€ | and there it was. The beautiful yet deadly elven blade, its 
hilt set with rubies. I hugged it close to me, not believing that 
FA«anor had left it behind. He must have remembered the policemen 
that I told him about, and decided not to carry around a weapon. 
Still, I felt a bit disappointed that he didn't take it. All his 
clothes were gone, but yet thisa€| and his tunica€ | were still in the 
closet. Hm. Maybe he wasn't completely gone. Just in case he was, I 
would have this to remember him by. 

I didn't realize that I had become lost in thought, until Blake 
suddenly called me downstairs. I went down, feeling like with every 
step, I was falling, falling into a dark pit, one that would never 
end . 

Tyler drove, while Blake and I sat in the backseat, trying to find 
out FA«anor's exact location. My fingers were sweaty and felt like 
dead weights, so I fumbled around with the phone a lot before finally 
zooming in to South Carolina. " There! He's in Charleston, South 
Carolina!" I told Tyler, who nodded and searched up the place on his 
phone, which had a built-in GPS. 



" Do you know the street number? Zip code?" he asked. 

" How am I supposed to? He's moving so fast, he'll probably be in 
Georgia by the time we get there!" I snapped, and Tyler shrank back 
against his seat, his palms up. 

" Hey, calm down, Diane. I'm trying my best to get there!" he 
said . 

" Then drive faster!" I barked. 

Blake glared at me. " Diane, what has gotten into you lately?" 

" What has gotten into _me_? I just lost my boyfriend, who probably 
hates me right now, and he could be in big trouble!" I snarled, and 
Blake recoiled. 

" What trouble could he get into? He barely knows a thing about this 
place!" Tyler said from the front seat. 

" I see that Blake hasn't told you about the little accident with 
Everse Corp? Well, tell ya what, if they catch FA«anor, then they're 
are going to keep him locked up in a laboratory and try to carve out 
what makes him immortal. Then, they'll try to sell it to us for 
trillions of dollars, and then some stupid guys will steal it and 
sell it on the black market. And by that time, if FA«anor isn't 
already dead, they'll send him to the military to fight to the death 
against enemy troops ! 

>1 snarled. <p> 

Tyler was silent for a while, and then he said softly, " Oh. I 


" _You see_? Gods, this is about a few million more times more 
important than an _I see_! " I huffed, leaning back against the seat. 
What the hell was going on with me? 

" Diane, we are trying our best! You don't have to be so grumpy. 

After all, you should be glad you have anyone to help you at all, " 
Blake said. I could tell that she was trying to comfort me and all, 
but it only made it worse. 

" Then don't help me! Just dump me on the side of the road or 
something. I'm sure you don't need a handicapped freak bossing you 
around like that, eh? I'm just a crazy old lady who has been 
hallucinating! Middle Earth doesn't exist, FA«anor doesn't exist, my 
life doesn't exist? Does that make you happy?" I screamed at the top 
of my lungs. Blake looked out towards the window, but I didn't need 
to see her face to know that she was crying. I knew her all too 
well . 

We drove on, only stopping to refill and tank and get some food. Mile 
after mile of countryside passed us by. Sometimes we saw farms with 
cows and horses lazily grazing around. Sometimes we saw acre after 
acre of beautiful forest, with trees so tall they appeared to pierce 
the sky. I even saw a few deer standing by the road, but I didn't 
feel like telling my friends. 

Blake and Tyler generally avoided talking to me for the rest of the 
day, and I was grumpier than ever. We stopped for dinner at a Taco 



Bell, but I didn't feel like eating anything. I had had too big of a 
mouthful from just being here. I suddenly wished that I hadn't come 
here. That I had stayed home, pretending that nothing had ever 
happened, and keeping on living life. I would graduate college and 
get my master's degree. I would become a good ol ' fashioned doctor or 
dentist or something. My dreams of being a singer were crap, and I 
would never think of them ever again. 

I would grow up and go to work, find a good husband on a dating 
website online, and die surrounded by fifty grandchildren. I would 
read them Lord of the Rings every single night, and thena€ | I would 
think of FA«anor. I would think of that one tiny chance I had, that I 
had so foolishly dumped in the trash, that I had lost forever. " Can 
I have a taco?" I asked Tyler. Blake had switched with him, and now 
he was sitting as far away from me as possible, chewing thoughtfully 
on a quesadilla. He handed one to me from the box under his feet 
without saying anything. " Sorry," I murmured to him as I unwrapped 
it, but it didn't seem like he heard me, and neither did Blake. 

The taco was cold and greasy, and because I was only holding it with 
one hand, the beef slid down all over my jeans. I cursed, and then 
silently prayed to whatever god there was up there for forgiveness. 
Oh, and to make it even worse, they had ordered hot sauce. I choked, 
tears coming to my eyes. I dropped the taco back into the wrapping 
paper and stashed it in the little built-in cubby in the car door. I 
glanced at my watch. It was almost midnight, and we were only 
Delaware. It was mainly due to the amount of traffic on the road. 
Apparently because it was spring break, everyone wanted to get out of 
town. More than half of the cars on the road were from New York, I 
noticed . 

The road had begun to clear out a little as we neared the Virginia 
border. I took out my phone again, and frowned. FA«anor's little red 
dot was nearing Georgia. " He's getting closer to Florida," I told 
them, trying to make my voice sound cheery and all that. 

Suddenly, Blake swerved, and we narrowly missed slamming into another 
car. She cursed, and my eyes widened. " And I am one step closer to 
killing us all because I'm damn tired!" she shrieked. " I need 
coffee . " 

We stopped at a little seven eleven along the road, and Blake went 
inside. I was left outside, freezing, Tyler at my side. " I guess 
it's just us two now, eh?" I said hopefully. 

He cleared his throat. " Hem. I need to use the bathroom," he 
muttered, and ran inside the building. I rolled my eyes, scowling. It 
seemed like eternity. How long did it take to get coffee in the 
middle of the night? And exactly how long was the bathroom line? It 
was getting really cold, and my teeth chattered like skeletons. 
Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I spotted a man in a black 
sweater standing by the fence that surrounded the parking lot. I 
frowned. Hm. he seemed a bit tall, probably little less than seven 
feet. And when the wind blew, his long hair blew out from his hood. I 
couldn't see his face, but my eyes widened. I walked apprehensively 
towards him, and he began to walk away as well, towards the side of 
the building. 


He was walking very quickly, his long, long legs almost doubling my 
stride. I gritted my teeth and broke into a little jog. But he saw me 



approaching, and sprinted like lightning. He disappeared around the 
corner, and I groaned. Where the heck could he have gone? I began to 
walk back to the parking lot, and Blake and Tyler still weren't back. 
Were they trying to ditch me too, now? First FA«anor, and now my 
closest friends. Great. This was going fabulously. 

Suddenly, to my left, I heard a window shatter, and a woman scream. 
Unfortunately, that sounded a lot likea€| Blake. My eyes grew wide, 
and I bolted towards the building. 

I pushed the doors opened, and found a gun pointed at my head. " 

Don't turn around, or you'll get a nice little hole in your pretty 
head!" a voice growled at me. I couldn't turn my face, but out of the 
corner of my eye, I saw Blake, lying unconscious on the floor. Her 
eyes were closed, and there was an ugly cut across her forehead. 

Right next to her was Tyler, lying flat on his back. A big purple 
bruise was on his left temple, anda€ | holy shit, there was blood 
seeping out of a wound in his thigh. I almost collapsed, seeing all 
of it flow out and spread on the floor around him. 

" See your friends, my dear?" the voice crooned. " Give me your 
money, or you'll end up like them." Slowly, I reached towards my back 
pocket, where I kept a little can of pepper spray. I wish that I had 
brought FA«anor's sword with me, but I would probably be dead before 
I got a chance to use it. I clenched my fist around it and brought it 
up. I felt his foul, alcohol stained breath on my skin, and suddenly 
turned and kicked whatever I felt was holding a gun to my head with 
all the martial arts skills that I had learned in high school, 
spraying the pepper spray at the same time. It was a big, burly man 
with a lot of face tattoos and piercings. He had a goatee, and the 
look in his eyes was furious as my foot dug into his stomach, and he 
howled as he rubbed his eyes. I tried to run, but I felt him grab my 
arm, and the next thing I knew, he had me pinned to the wall, the gun 
resting on my breast. " Oh, you're feisty. I like that," he purred. I 
wanted to smack him, but one of my arms was in a cast and the other 
one was pinned tightly behind my back. 

His pudgy hand stroked my face and down to my chin, and I bit at it 
as hard as I could, until I tasted metallic blood in my mouth. He 
snarled, jerking his hand back, and slapped my face. I tasted blood 
in my mouth again, and this time it was my own. Then, he kicked _me 
_in the chest, and I fell down against the wall, wheezing. He sneered 
and brought the gun level to my chest, and I knew that it was all 
over for me. I prepared myself for that final bullet, but it never 
came. All of a sudden the man was knocked to the ground, the gun 
rolling out of his hand and onto the ground. I saw just a blur, and 
the man who had tried to shoot me had been dragged into an aisle. 

I only heard a few muffled cries, and then something thumped to the 
ground. My heart stopped dead as I managed to crawl over to see what 
was going on. My attacker was lying on the floor, not moving, and 
towering over him stooda€ | the tall man that I had tried to follow 
only a few minutes ago. My eyes widened, and I picked up the gun from 

where it lay on the floor, pointing it at him. I had no idea how to 

use it, but I aimed it the guys head. My father had once told me that 

if I couldn't beat them, I would have to drive fear into their 

hearts. I was trying to do that here, but my hands were shaking so 
badly that I almost dropped the gun. "Who are you?" I asked, trying 
to make my voice sound brave and fearless. I knew that I should be 
down on my knees right now, begging for mercy and thanking him for 



killing that other guy, still, something in my bones just made me not 
want to back down. 

He raised his hands in the air, unexpectedly. " Take off your hood 
and show me your face," I said, my voice steely. 

His hands reached up and pulled the hood off, revealing a beautiful, 
flawless face with blue eyes, dark brown hair, and pointed ears. 
"Fingolfin!" I whispered, breathless. Then, the gun slipped out of my 
sweaty fingers and I dropped down against the wall, cradling my 
injured arm. When my attacker had had me pinned to the wall, it had 
been crushed by the impact. I know that it was supposed to just feel 
extremely sore, but it felt like someone had just sliced my arm 
of f . 

He knelt down by me frowning, and slowly traced his hand over the 
broken bones. Instantly, it felt much better. I looked at him in 
wonder, and then my brain jumped back to where it should have been 
about five seconds ago. " Oh no! Tyler!" I shrieked, propping myself 
back up with one arm. 

" Your friend over there?" Fingolfin asked, his voice silky and 
smooth. It was deeper than FA«anor's but nonetheless beautiful. I 
would have said something back that made me seem smarter than I 
actually was, but I was already kneeling by Tyler, cradling his head 
up . 

" Wake up, wake up, please!" I cried. He was still breathing, but 
apparently unconscious. If I didn't get him to a doctor soon, then 
there was a chance that he could lose his life. I crawled over to 
Blake, whose forehead was sticky with blood, which was now all over 
my clothes. I was panicked, and I had absolutely no idea what to do. 
Even though my mother had been a doctor, the only thing that I had 
ever been asked to do concerning medical care was to bandage my mom's 
bleeding finger, which was indeed from a papercut . I felt so 
ridiculous, just kneeling there and doing nothing while my friends 
bled to death in front of me. Suddenly, I felt a gentle tap on my 
shoulder, and looked to see Fingolfin unzipping his sweater. He was 
wearing a white tank top underneath, and he took that off too. He was 
every bit as ripped as FA«anor, and still as slender. In fact, the 
only difference that the two brothers had were the eyes, hair, and 
the fact that Fingolfin seemed generally very quiet to me. Ah well, 
FA«anor's first instinct had been to kill me, so I couldn't really 
say anything about that one. 

He knelt down by Tyler and set to work on wrapping his shirt around 
his thigha€ | wait a second. I had been too focused on the current 
scenario to realize that something was terribly wrong. Fingolfin was 
wearing a black sweater, tank top, jeans, and Nike running shoes. 

Why, besides for his extremely attractive features and physique, he 
would've looked like any other normal guy in the world! And even 
though it wasn't raining outside, his hair was wet, and smell likea€| 
Dove shampoo? What the hell was going on? " Wait one sec. Did you 
just shower?" I blurted out. 

" Yes. Why, is there anything wrong?" he asked, not looking up from 
his work. 

" Where did you, urn, shower?" I asked, frowning. I scooted a little 
closer to him, watching his careful, steady hands tie up the 



makeshift bandage. 


" Can we carry them back inside your car?" he asked, ignoring my 
question. I nodded, watching as he lifted Tyler up as if he were a 
feather pillow, and swung him over his shoulder. I ran outside and 
opened the car door as Fingolfin carefully placed his limp body on 
the back row. We ran back inside, and I marveled as the elf carried 
Blake back to the car as if she weighed absolutely nothing at all. 
This time, there was a gap between the two seats, so we could lie her 
across, but neither could we place her on the floor. " You can take 
care of her in there, " he said, motioning for me to get in the 
car . 

" Wait, then how are we going to drive?" 

" I'll drive," he answered casually. 

" No, you are not going to drive unless I want everyone in the car 
dead ! " 

He turned to face me, his dark blue eyes strangely calm, and 
chuckled. " Do not worry, my lady. I can drive. I learned." 

" From who?" 

" You'll see," he answered, and went out and around to the driver's 
seat. _Why does everyone from Arda call me "lady"? _I thought. Ah 
well- it might sound weird, but I actually kinda liked it. I mean, of 
course no one on earth would ever refer to me as a "lady". To be a 
proper lady, you needed good manners, good posture, intelligence, and 
a sort of mildness that I had no idea about how to achieve 
whatsoever. I didn't exactly trust him, but this was Fingolfin, the 
hero of my dreams! If I could trust anyone, it would definitely be 
him. I sighed and climbed in, cradling Blake's small body in my arms 
(or arm. I only had one of those) . I realized that Fingolfin, by some 
magic way, had made her forehead stop bleeding! All that was left was 
a thin, red scar. But still, she was unconscious. I pressed her head 
close to my, hoping that she would wake up soon. 

" Where are we going? You never actually told me, " I called to 
Fingolfin . 

" You shall see, I told you. May I please have the car keys? I 
wouldn't want our honored guests to freeze to death in this cold 
weather," he said, reaching his hand back. I didn't want to give the 
keys to them, but then again, I couldn't drive. I reached my hand out 
reluctantly, and dropped the keys into his open palm. His fist closed 
around it, and he plugged them in. The engine started up, and 
Fingolfin began to drive. I squeezed my eyes shut, not wanting to see 
anything as I met my doom when the car hit the curb and went flying. 

I had gone through too many of my own to not be scared (fine. I had 
only gone through one, but that was pretty recent!) . Unexpectedly, 
Fingolfin was a pretty good driver. 

I considered asking him if he had a license, but then I realized that 
that was a pretty stupid question. Of course he didn't have a 
license! If he did, then he wouldn't be here right now, he'd probably 
be somewhere where he would never be able to see the light of day 
again. As we drove, and block after block of country flew by us, I 
suddenly remembered a question that I should have asked first thing I 



saw him. " Why are you in Delaware? I thought you were in Florida!" I 
asked. Had the newspapers been wrong? " How did you get all the way 
over here?" 

" Florida? I've never been to Florida before. I've been in Delaware 
since I was released back into the world, " he replied, and I 
frowned . 

" How is that possible? You were in the newspapers. They said that 
there were sightings of you in Florida!" 

" They must be mistaken," Fingolfin said. " Oh, and forgive me. I 
forgot to ask your name!" 

" I'm Diane Gillen," I told him. 

" And I see that you already know my name. Did you read the 
Silmarillion? " 

" Yes," I answered. Wow. I had tried to keep FA«anor blind to all of 
these things, and here was his brother, who already knew about me 
knowing about him. " How do you know about all of these things?" I 
asked in wonder. 

" I have been very nicely informed about this world. It still seems 
very strange to me, but I am growing accustomed to it, although I 
suppose I will return to Aman soon, " he said. 

" What do you mean by that?" 

" You'll see . " 

I groaned. " Why do you keep saying you'll see?" 

He didn't answer. That was probably he realized that the next thing 
he was going to say was indeed _You'll see_ again. I sighed and 
leaned back in the seat. I felt Blake stir in my arms, and I smiled. 

A few minutes later, Fingolfin pulled into a big driveway, and I 
gasped when I saw the house that it belonged to. It was a three story 
beige mansion about twenty times the size of my own house, with 
marble rims. The front yard, no it was way too big to be called a 
front yard. More like a built-in park that came with a giant fountain 
and lush green yards. My heart stopped beating as my eyes gobbled up 
the scene. Even Tyler would've been jealous. " You live here?" I 
said, barely able to breathe. 

" Not exactly, " he replied as the car came to a stop behind a red 
Ferrari, which was behind a silver Ferrari, which was behind a white 
Maserati. Are you kidding me? If FA«anor was here, then he would've 
been absolutely furious. He had landed on some poor girl's driveway, 
while his brother had practically just won the lottery and found 
himself lying in the backyard of some rich guy's mansion. 

Fingolfin swung out gracefully out of the car, and then went to help 
me out. He carried Blake back out just as the front door swung out, 
and out came a woman in a crimson cardigan and leggings. Her feet 
were bare, and her brown hair was messy, as if she had just woken up, 
but she was undoubted the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. A 
worried expression was in her face, and she rushed toward 
us . 



Is 


"Fingolfin! What happened?" she cried, rushing towards us. 
someone hurt?" 

" My friends are unconscious. One of them, he's in the backseat, he 
was shot," I said frantically. I guessed that if Fingolfin trusted 
her and had revealed his identity to her, she would have to be pretty 
trustworthy. Blake and Tyler were immediately carried inside. 
Fingolfin had concluded that Blake wasn't wounded that badly, but 
then he searched for more injuries, and muttered something in elvish 
that I didn't understand. He frowned, looking at the woman, who was 
probably the owner of the house. In that case, I would want to be 
super nice to her so she didn't kick us out of our luxurious mansion. 
Hm. I wonder what she worked as. From appearance, she seemed like a 
pretty organized businesswoman. Still, put her in a fancy dress and 
add in a couple of slits, and she would be the perfect celebrity, 
even without makeup. I hoped that the latter wasn't true. Maybe she 
would talk to Mr. Connors about me, about how passionate I was about 
my job, and although on the outside I seemed like a very lazy, 
egotistical person, I was really a hardworking, intelligent, and 
responsible person (yeah, right) . I waved the thought out of my mind 
and set to focusing on the current situation. After she and Fingolfin 
exchanged a few whispered words, Fingolfin finally turned back to 
Blake, was seemed to be dozing off pretty well. 

However, his face was stony, and I knew that something was wrong. " 
She has a concussion," Fingolfin announced grimly. " The man with the 
gun must have hit her head pretty hard. Unfortunately, she's in a 
coma right now." My heart almost stopped, and I felt like bursting 
into tears again. Why on earth did my bad luck have to continue? 

First the breakup, and then arguing with the only two people on this 
planet who actually cared about me, and now they were dying? 

" Will she be alright?" I asked frantically. 

" I'll call in, and ask them to take here to the hospital, and we'll 
see. But for now, Fingolfin says that while it is not a major injury, 
there is still potential harm that could be done to her brain, " the 
other woman replied. " And as for the other, he is doing fine. He has 
a fever, but he will wake up in the morning." 

" And Blake won't?" 

" I didn't say that," she replied. 

" Then when _will_ Blake be alright?" I grumbled. 

" I don't know," she said. I moaned. Oh gods, this was all my fault. 
If I hadn't let loose my little temper and caused FA«anor to run off 
to find his brother in the complete opposite direction where 
Fingolfin actually was, then this wouldn't have happened. If I hadn't 
been so selfish and dragged them into this, then this would never 
have happened. I deserved being in that car crash. I deserved to 
drive with a broken arm and fall into a gorge off the side of the 
road somewhere. If Blake deserved to die, then so did I. 

After Fingolfin and the other woman (wow, I didn't even know her name 
yet!) left the room, I sauntered over to Blake's bed. She looked so 
peaceful, I didn't know if Fingolfin was telling the truth or not. 

Any moment now, she would wake up. Any moment now, her eyes would 



open, and then I would hug her and we would both cry until we were 
dried up like prunes. Then, I would tell her that I was deeply sorry 
and that I didn't deserve to have her as a friend. Then, she would 
run downstairs, dragging me down with her, and then she would knock 
me out with a frying pan, in honor of Samwise Gamgee from Lord of the 

Rings: The Fellowship of the Ring. But I would smile and rub the 

purple bruise that had just appeared on my head. If she was a nerd, 
then I wanted to be a nerd with her. If she walked into a pit of 
fire, I would follow her. 

I felt a tear roll down my face, and sniffed, wiping it back. I had 
to stay strong. I had to stay strong for Tyler. I had to stay strong 
for Blake. I had to stay strong for FA«anor. I had to stay strong for 
myself. This wasn't over yet. As soon as I could, I would keep on 
going, and I wasn't going to stop until I found FA«anor, and he was 
home, safe and sound. As to where that home was, I didn't know, but I 
knew that when things played out, it would be the right one. I took 
Blake's limp hand from where it lay by her side. It was still warm, 
and I held it between both of mine, savoring every second of it. I 
squeezed my eyes shut, and said silently, _Wake up, Blake. Wake up 
tomorrow morning, and we'll watch the sunrise together. _There was no 
reply, but I thought that I felt a little movement in her hand. I 

sighed and tucked it back in under the sheets. 

An hour later, Blake was taken to the hospital, and I watched as they 
carried her into the van, my eyes red and puffy. It was already past 
midnight, but there was no going back to sleep now. _No_. There was 
never going back to sleep now. I went back into the house, drawing in 
deep breaths to keep myself from collapsing, but I didn't really need 
it. I was fueled by a different kind of energy. Not despair, not 
anger, but hope. Hope was what kept me still alive. I hoped that 
FA«anor was alright, no matter where he was. I hoped that he would 
forgive me, and know that I didn't deserve him at that moment. No, 
wait. I wanted him to know that he would never deserve someone as 
terrible as me. He had been through enough now. He deserved to go 
back to Eldamar and see his family again. He deserved to be reunited 
with his wife and children, and bring back glory for the House of 
FA«anor . 

Fingolfin and the other woman (I _still _didn't know her name. Gods, 
what was going on?) were in the living room (was it even considered a 
living room if it was the size of a gymnasium? Well, she _did _also 
have a workout room downstairs as well. Ugh. Rich people), sitting in 
couches close to the fire. When I saw them, they were whispering 
things to each other that I couldn't hear. When Fingolfin saw (or 
rather, heard) me approach, he turned and smiled cheerily at me. 
"Diane! Come, join us!" he said, a bit too enthusiastically for my 
taste . 

Fingolfin was in a new shirt that read- "I'm a nerd and proud of it", 
which I was very jealous of. The woman was huddled in a thick 
sheepskin blanket, even though she was so close to the fireplace, and 
rocking herself back and forth. There was a bottle of red wine and a 
few glasses on the table next to her, and when she saw me, her face 
lit up, and she patted the place next to her, motioning for me to sit 
down. I mouthed a thank you to her, and watched as her elegant, 
slender fingers poured a glass of wine, and then handed it to me. " 
Thank you," I whispered, smiling gratefully. When all three of us 
were served, the talking began. 



" Sorry, Diane. I realized that I didn't get a chance to introduce 
myself. My name is Mya. Mya Cole. I thought you may know my brother, 
Aiden, " she said. 

My eyes widened. " No way!" I almost shouted, and then shrunk back 
into my seat. " The one that wrote that article about sending elves 
to the military and all that? That was your brother?" She nodded, her 
face grim. Even with this expensive home and calm composure, she 
couldn't be more than twenty five. I wondered what her hourly rate 
was. Probably somewhere around a million, give or take ten thousand. 

" Then why is Fingolfin in your house? Wouldn't he be in a lab 
somewhere already?" 

She looked as if she was going to puke or something. " My brother is 
sometimesa€| not quite the scientist he should be. He was always very 

intelligent, you know. But sometimes he can be disturbed. I told him 

to put his knowledge to good use, but he wouldn't listen." 

I leaned in closer. "What do you mean? Aren't you his sister? Why did 
you, um, how do I say this?" I waved my hand around the room, 

gesturing at Fingolfin, who had taken a sudden interest in a velvet 

pillow lying very close to him on the couch. Luckily, Mya 
understood . 

"Oh, him. I found him in Delaware, wandering around. I was glad that 
I was aware of Aiden at that time, or else Fingolfin wouldn't be here 
today . " 

"Tis true, "said Fingolfin, jumping into the conversation. " When Mya 
found me, I was close to starving to death. I was so desperate, I was 
ready to steal from somewhere. After all, it would've been easy. 
Humans are so clumsy and obsessed with their phones, I could've just 
set off a nuclear bomb next to them and they would not notice!" 

We were silent for a while, staring at the fire and sipping our wine. 
I was surprised at how much Fingolfin had adapted to Earth. It was 
almost as if he was actually from this place, but then again, he was 
an elf, and they are known their intelligence. But then, another 
question formed in my mind. " Wait. Fingolfin, if you were in 
Delaware all this time, then why were there elf sightings coming from 
Florida? Did I misread something?" 

Fingolfin and Mya exchanged looks that I had no idea what they meant. 
I was almost jealous of them, being so nicely connected, while I had 
just lost everyone that actually cared about me by pissing them off. 
Finally, Mya spoke, her voice extremely strained and full of anger. " 
My brother sent out fake reports to lure Fingolfin into Florida. 
Everse Corp has a secret research base there." 

" Why would they do that?" I asked, disgusted. 

Mya sighed. " It's a long story, but I don't think I'll be able to 
sleep tonight, and neither will Fingolfin. Still, Diane, you've been 
through a lot today. Are you sure you don't want to crash? I have a 
lot of bedrooms for just one person to live in. Well, two now, but 
it's still more than enough." I shook my head. 

" Sorry. I can't sleep, my body just feels a bit over-energetic. I 
think I had an adrenaline rush today, " I replied. 



" Yeah, I think so too, " Mya said. Then, she cleared her throat and 
began to speak. Apparently, this was what happened: 

Aiden Cole had always been intelligent. He was often told that when 
he was born, he had the ability to read Wall Street Journals and 
understand them better than adults. When he was six years old, his 
father found him in the garage, making some weird concoction, that by 
the time he was done, some chemical in that thing had made everything 
disappear! The concoction itself, and the lab equipment, had 
disappeared right into thin air. At that time, Aiden ' s father had 
read Lord of the Rings to him, and Aiden, while his parents had 
absolutely no idea what was going on, had already started thinking. 
The time that concoction disappeared, there was a big storm overhead, 
very much like the one that I had when FA«anor landed on my 
driveway . 

There was something interesting in that storm- a chemical compound 
made of elements that he had never even imagined before. At that 
point, he knew that something was terribly wrong, because that item- 
it was adamant. He set to work on investigating this, and when he 
discovered the truth about it, there was a newfound confidence inside 
of him. So when the next storm that would take FA«anor and Fingolfin 
by surprise came, he was ready. He knew that this was his chance to 
discover all the secrets that the world kept. However, when the two 
brothers unexpectedly landed separately from each other, and he had 
no idea where they actually were, since that time, the storm covered 
all of America. 

So, when he knew that the people who were transported to earth were 
separated, he tried to lure them both into Florida, by using that 
fake report. Either Fingolfin was supposed to go search for FA«anor, 
or FA«anor was supposed to go search for Fingolfin, or even better, 
both of them went searching for the other at the same time. 
Unfortunately, they couldn't beat Donald Trump's ugly face to the 
front page, so they had to stick with a tiny side column for the 
while. After hearing all of this, I didn't know what to think. This 
little insight not only answered my questions, it gave me even 
more . 

I jumped up, startling Mya. " I can't believe it! I'm so stupid, ugh. 
FA«anor ran off to Florida for absolutely nothing!" 

Fingolfin 's eyes grew wide and he lept off of the couch, his feet 
landing silently on the soft carpet. " You have seen FA«anor?" 

I nodded, and told him about his "visit" to my house. I cut out all 
of the parts that I was uncomfortable talking about. Fingolfin wanted 
to know absolutely everything about his brother so I told him. After 
all, why not? He _had _saved my life. I owed him big time. As I 
talked, I was sure that somewhere in the depths of my mind, a little 
wall that I had built was crumbling down. Images of FA«anor wandering 
into Marion County, which was in fact, a trap, entered my mind. In 
fact, he could be in a lab right now. As we talked, I noticed that 
Fingolfin had been clutching his wine glass so hard, his fingers were 
completely white. When I finally thought that the glass was going to 
shatter at any minute, he sighed, and set it back onto the table. 

" We're leaving tomorrow morning. I don't care what happens, I'm 
going to find my brother," he announced. I didn't know why, but the 
room felt suddenly cold to me, and I inched closer to the fire. 



feeling the warmth coursing through my body, melting the ice beneath 
my skin. 


" Whatever. I'm going to sleep now," Mya said, yawning. She got up, 
hugging her blanket closer to her, and left the room. 

" Don't you ever feel tired?" I asked Fingolfin. 

He chuckled, which surprised me. Only a moment ago, he had been so 
somber, talking about finding his brother and all that. Elves were 
strange, I finally made up my mind. " The only reason why I'm not 
already halfway to Florida right now is because I don't have a 
license, and the police might stop me." We sat there in silence. I 
guessed that after ten thousand years in Mandos, Fingolfin was full 
of energy. I knew that I should've been fangirling around and 
screaming right now, having just met my all time favorite character 
from Arda . I could see how different the two brothers were. Although 
they looked very much alike, Fingolfin had a sort of peaceful aroma 
around him that FA«anor would never be able to even think about . 
Wherever there was a spark, there was a fire. Still, I kinda liked 
the feeling of the flames, even when they danced upon the 
timbers . 

Finally, I said, " How was Morgoth?" Then, realizing how stupid that 
sounded, I cleared my throat. " Urn, sorry. That must be a little 
awkward to talk about." 

" No, it's alright. In answer to your question, he was very big. He 
seemed an infinite times my own size, and very dark. I heard that he 
has been defeated now," said Fingolfin. 

I felt the urge to giggle or something, but held it back in. " We're 
being surprisingly peaceful in such a dangerous time. If I was 
feeling normal, I agree, I would be in Florida, chasing after FA«anor 
already as well." 

" Maybe in times like these, the only thing we actually need is some 
peace. One may choose to believe that violence and action is the only 
choice, but mayhaps it is not. Perhaps some simple peace and quiet is 
enough to settle it, " he responded. I dipped my head. Emotions should 
have come rushing to me immediately, but my mind was completely 
blank. I wished that I would feel excited, at least, and even a bit 
nerdy, but it had just flown away like all the birds in winter. The 
fire burned low, and Fingolfin 's eyes were deep and contemplating. 

" Do you _want_ to go back to Eldamar?" I asked. " I heard you 
mention it briefly, but ever since I met FA«anor, the matter has 
somehow been on my mind." 

He frowned. " Ia€| that's a hard question, actually. Did FA«anor want 
to leave? I mean, if he could, do you think he would've?" 

" That's a hard question as well. Still, he did mention that he 
missed home. I guess he was just being polite, all of that time. I 
didn't know why, but I wanted him to stay... ." My voice trailed off 
as I became lost in thought again. " What about Mya? What is her 
opinion on things?" 

Fingolfin smiled. " Mya is a wonderful woman, after all. She just 
wants the best for me, but sometimes, I see fear in her eyes, like 



she doesn't want me to leave. I guess that is just natural for 
humans . " 

" No, it's not exactly," I protested. " She's quite beautiful, you 
know, " I hinted. 

He frowned, and then broke back into his beautiful, warm smile. " I 
know what you mean. But no, there is no way I can ever feel that way 
about another. I already have a wife, you see." In other situations, 

I would have been collapsing on the ground, crying. I mean, I did set 
all of my passwords as his name. Yeah, if I was still in high school, 
you could pretty much tell that I had had the biggest imaginary crush 
on him ever! Except now, he wasn't imaginary. He was perfectly real, 
and sitting right across from me on the couch. I wondered what he 
would do if I asked him for an autograph. 

But then again, things were different now. Very different. I had 
fallen in love and gotten my heart broken exactly twelve hours later. 
That had to be a record. At least for the guy who left his pjs at my 
house, we had been flirting for a pretty long time. Now, after 
everything that had happened, frankly, I didn't have the strength, 
mental or physical, to be jealous of anybody. Besides, my feelings 
for Fingolfin had been completely erased on the night I met FA«anor. 

I had always thought that if these two came to earth, I would 
immediately like the noble, valiant person who had sacrificed himself 
for his people. But no; I had fallen for his dark brother, who I had 
always thought to be malicious and self-obsessed. Of course, I later 
found out that I had been completely wrong. To tell the truth, I 
myself had thought of FA«anor as an old man as well, with glowing red 
eyes and vampire teeth. I shuddered at the image, and even more as my 
brain compared it to what FA«anor actually looked like (which you 
already know from my endless descriptions) . 

Fingolfin, on the other hand, was the perfect image of perfection. He 
was tall, masculine, slender, and handsome. After all the glorious 
things that I had remembered him for, I had trouble thinking of him 
as "sexy" in any way at all, but he was still undoubtedly extremely 
handsome, probably more handsome than any other man on earth. Still, 
if you put him and FA«anor together, and I was an unbiased, innocent 
human being, I wouldn't have been able to decide who was more 
beautiful . 

" I heard that FA«anor too has, suffered some losses, " I said, hoping 
that Fingolfin wouldn't get angry at me, although I couldn't quite 
picture that. 

" Ah yes. At first, in Mandos, we barely spoke. After all the 
horrible things that he did to me and my people, I didn't think that 
I could ever call him brother again. Still, when I saw him, lonely 
and somber, I couldn't help but feel pity for him. I remembered what 
I said to him on the eve of the darkening of Valinor: Half brother in 
blood, full brother in heart will I be. Thou shalt lead and I will 
follow. May no new grief divide us. Even with all of the times he 
showed that he had no love in his heart for me, I could not go back 
on those words. We had peace for while, and even though it was short 
lived, we had peace, and that was all that mattered, " he said. " I 
heard that all his sons had fallen, bound by their oath. In Mandos, 
he confessed to me that he should never have made that oath, and it 
was the most cruel thing that he had ever done. His wife, too 
succumbed to grief. I think I understand well enough how he felt." 



I remembered that all of Fingolfin's kids were dead too, although his 
line had indeed been passed through Earendil. Wow, I had never 
thought of it in that way before. I always thought of Isildur, 
Anarion, and Aragorn as descendants of Beren and Luthien, but they 
were also descendants of Fingolfin! That was pretty cool, actually. I 
really should have worshipped Aragorn more. " At least Finarfin's 
still alive, eh?" 

" Yes. I think he is doing fairly well. His son returned to Eldamar, 
and his daughter has redeemed herself. Although the way they depict 
her in the films is not exactly accurate. She looks only like a 
peaceful lady, not the bright, spirited warrior that she was before. 
My descendant, Elrond, looked rather old, like a man. Ah well. He 
does have the blood of the Edain in him, although I do not exactly 
know what he looks like, " Fingolfin mused, and I felt the urge to 
chuckle. I mean, Elrond had seemed like a really wise dude and all 
that, but he did rather look like a human with a really bad wig 
fiasco rather than a beautiful, fair, elf. 

" So, you watched all of the movies too? Does it feel nice to catch 
up to life back home?" 

" Yes , it does . " 

" So, _do _you or do you not want to go back?" I asked, bringing back 
my original question. 

Fingolfin was silent. " It depends. I don't know." 

" Do you have anything worth holding onto in here, or is it just all 
a nice vacation trip?" 

" I don't know how I could answer that without offending anyone," he 
sighed . 

I gritted my teeth. I needed an answer badly. Very badly. " Do you 
think FA«anor wants to stay?" I asked after a while. Fingolfin 
frowned . 

" How would I know?" 

" You're his brother. If there is anyone in the world who understood 
him, it ' s you . " 

" The only person he ever listened to was his wife. I was nothing but 
a pesky little problem to him. Why do you need to know this, Diane?" 

I sipped my wine, unsure of what to say. But still, if I told a lie, 
wouldn't he be able to tell? If FA«anor could read minds, what was 
stopping Fingolfin from doing the same? Well, Fingolfin was a lot 
more calm than his brother, and definitely more trustworthy, I 
decided. Besides, he was too noble to do that. He wasn't held in high 
praise by everyone in Middle Earth and Valinor alike for nothing. 
Still, the truth would just be impossibly hard to tell, and besides, 
if we found FA«anor, it would slip out anyways. I bit my lip. 

" I don't know either. I feel as if my life is just a journey for 
unanswerable questions. As soon as I answer one, another pops up. 
Anywaysa€ | " my voice faltered. " I think I've said enough. So, I'm a 
bit curious. Do you mind telling me how life was like on Eldamar? I 



know that there are books, but they don't really go as much into 
depth as I would like. Thanks, and sorry if I'm being too pushy. I'm 
just really nerdy." I forced a smile, trying to sound as cheerful as 
possible . 

" Of course," Fingolfin replied with a smile. " Well, I grew up in 
Tirion, which was, in my opinion, the most beautiful city in the 
world. The streets were paved with marble and grains of diamond, so 
they shone not only in the daylight, but were lit up by a night sky 
full of starsa€ | " 


1 1 . Florida 

I was starting to regret not sleeping at all last night, but a couple 
cups of coffee kept me from immediately crashing. Mya drove us in 
Blake's minivan, since she apparently didn't like showing off the 
fact that she lived on a silver throne with gold running through her 
fingers (not to say that that was actually the case) . Blake and Tyler 
were in the Delaware hospital, and Blake was still in her coma. I was 
terribly afraid, but decided that it was important to not let it 
show. Fingolfin and I sat in the middle row. The elf was playing 
Candy Crush on his iPhone (yeah, Mya bought him a phone) , while I 
looked out the window nervously, fingers tapping on my lap. Next to 
me, Fingolfin suddenly exclaimed, " Yes! Finally!" If I could've, I 
would've jumped. Shaking my head and sighing, I peered over at him, 
and he had just passed levelaC i 200? Did he manipulate the game or 
something? I had been playing since fifth grade, and I was only on 
level 150! 

Still, I had stopped playing for a very long time when I realized 
that King, com was just trying to kill you so you could get five more 
moves by buying them with actual money. I took out my own phone and 
headphones, and plugged them in. "Umbrella" by Rihanna blasted 
through my ears, and soon, I was singing along. Of course, I sang it 
an octave higher than the original, but any good song deserved some 
soprano, right? When the song finished, I saw Fingolfin staring at 
me, one eyebrow raised, just like FA«anor when he was surprised. " 

You sing very well, " he complimented. 

I blushed red from head to toe. " Thanks," I muttered. " So does 
FA«anor . " 

Fingolfin smiled. " He sang for you? He does not sing for anyone 
except his wife, and after he made the Silmaril, I've never heard a 
single bit of music come out of him, except when he keeps banging his 
spear on his shield." Another one of those moments when I just wanted 
to jump out of the window happened, but I decided that if I did it 
now, when Mya was going at 75 mph, I would probably hit a tree and 
die . 

" He probably had lots of practice in Mandos, " I pointed out. 
Fingolfin shrugged and gave me a funny look that I had lots of 
trouble deciphering. Why was it that I was beginning to associate the 
word strange with elves? They were so mysterious and hard to read, 
unlike us "silly mortals". 

" You never know. Does he sing in the shower?" I looked skeptically 
at him, and playfully nudged him with my elbow. 



But then again, I wasn't around when FA«anor was in the shower, so I 
wouldn't know. "Do _you_ sing in the shower?" I asked back. 

" Oh, he does. I'm in the basement and I can still hear him. He seems 
to be getting into rap as well," Mya said from the driver's seat. " 
Hey, Fingolfin, do the Drake song for Diane to hear! " 

" Oh, you've got to do this!" I shrieked in excitement, and took out 
my phone. " I've got to get this on video!" 

Fingolfin looked unsure of what to do, and I gestured for him to go 
on. After some other silent communication, he finally cleared his 
throat and began to rap Jumpman, making me clutch my armrest like it 
was the last thing on earth. I thought elves were talented, but this 
was something else entirely! My excited fingers shook as they caught 
it on camera. Fingolfin sounded like he had been doing rap for his 
entire life! Of course he didn't sound like Drake, he sounded like a 
cross between Eminem and Jay-z, plus a little bit of elvish [whatever 
they did to make their voices sound good] . When he was done, I was 
staring at him, astonished, and there wasn't a single peep from Mya 
in the front seat. Fingolfin smiled, and I burst into applause. Mya 
whooped from the front. " Sorry, Mister. You deserve a standing 
ovation, but I'll give it to you later!" I exclaimed. 

" Hey, Diane, how about _you _sing something for us? I'm getting a 
bit drowsy, from staying up all night long. You have a really good 
voice, anyways!" Mya called. Fingolfin was staring expectantly at me, 
so I shrugged and drew in a deep breath. I knew that I had originally 
wanted to sing an Ariana Grande song that had just come out, but 
somehow I slipped to that song that I was playing on the piano the 
other day-the one that FA«anor said he recognized. I still didn't 
know how that could happen, so it must've been a coincidence or 
something, that they had similar tunes. 

I looked to Fingolfin 's face to see if there was any recognition, but 
he was just smiling as he listened. When I was done, he and Mya 
clapped and whooped, while I sat with my face entirely flushed. When 
my skin returned to its natural color, I asked Fingolfin, " Have you 
ever heard of this song before? FA«anor said he did." 

" No, I have never heard of it before, and FA«anor says a lot of 
things. It sounds very nice, though. Have you ever thought of going 
into the music industry?" 

"Yeaha€| it hasn't really worked." 

" Why?" 

I didn't reply. I didn't have to. " Fingolfin, if everyone in the 
world could be famous, we would all be dead already, " Mya answered 
for me, and I whispered a quick _thank you_ to her. Yes, that was the 
exact reason. I had already given up those dreams, and they were nice 
to think about, just a little memory still lingering in the back of 
my mind. If I pursued them, it would mean risking everything- my 
education, my career, my house, even my life. I didn't know how the 
latter would play out, but I quickly pictured a couple of sequences 
in my head: 

Musical career=f ailure=loss of money=loss of house=loss of 
everything=die as poor hobo on the street without health 



insurance . 


Yeah. That was pretty much how everything would work. The car was 
silent for a while, and Fingolfin had resumed playing on his phone. 

He had used up all his lives on Candy Crush, and had started playing 
Piano Tiles (which I had told him about) . His slender, agile fingers 
flew faster than the wind across the screen. I could see that he had 
already beat the high score, which was scientifically proved to be 
the result of some jerk hacking into the system. I sat back against 
my seat, watching the scenery fly by as Imagine Dragons' " Demons" 
played in my headphones. Strangely, I felt a sign of peace and quiet. 
I wasn't crying over FA«anor leaving me or anything anymore, or even 
Blake and Tyler in the hospital. Everything just seemed like a battle 
plan-go to Florida, find FA«anor, get him out before it was too late, 
and thenaC | well, I hadn't exactly worked out the aftermath yet, but 
after everything was over, I doubted I would still be indecisive. 

I pulled my phone out again, and checked the tracking app . " Oh gods, 
he's in Florida already! He's ina€ | Jacksonville? What the hell?" I 
shrieked . 

" Shoot. What time is ita€ | gosh, already the afternoon? I need 
coffee. Don't worry. We're in South Carolina already. Just one more 
state and we'll find him," Mya said. I looked at my arm in a cast, 
frowning. Coffee, eh? How about we just wait a little, it can't hurt 
right? I suddenly had a fear of 7/lls now, after the incident. 

A question quickly formed in my mind. " Wait. Fingolfin, what were 
you doing in 7/11? It was at least two miles from Mya ' s house!" 

" I needed a walk. Mya was kind of concerned about my safety, but I 
just needed a little walk. Besides, I wanted to try some coffee. Mya 
wouldn't give it to me," he replied, but I sensed some nervousness in 
his voice. 

" There's a reason why I'm cautious about elves and coffee. You guys 
are already hyper enough!" Mya said. 

Fingolfin flushed bright red, and I quickly intervened, scared that 
the King of Hithlum was going to blow up like a ripe tomato bomb 
straight at Hitler. " Actually, coffee just makes elves even more 
tired. It seems to have a reverse effect on their bodies. I know from 
personal experience!" 

" Really? Hm. Then you guys won't mind if we stop at McDonald's? I 
know that it's not really the exact location for a nice meal, but I'm 
kind of starving," said Mya. 

Five minutes later, Fingolfin and Mya were sitting in a corner booth, 
Fingolfin with his hood over his head, looking down at his Instagram 
(are you serious? If he wanted to keep a low profile, the last thing 
he needed to do was join social media!) . He already had a thousand 
followers, but probably just from posting selfies of himself 
shirtless. No wait- that sounded like something FA«anor would do. 
Fingolfin probably did pictures of himself photoshopped to make his 
ears rounded, or shots of Mya ' s house or something. Whatever he did, 

I needed to learn his secret. Maybe I should've photoshopped myself 
into Kendall Jenner or something. 


I was on the line, with two very fat bald guys standing in front of 



me. Whenever I saw a bald guys, I just had the temptation to rub his 
shiny scalp. I know, I'm weird. But hey, you already know that, 
right? I was looking at the menu above to see what to order, when I 
heard them talking about something that was extremely intriguing. " 
Hey, did you hear the news? Everse Corp found an elf from Lord of the 
Rings in Florida! He's in their research base. I have no idea what to 
think, since I never liked that stupid book anyways. But still, this 
is an extraordinary discovery, defying all the laws of science! "One 
fat guy- for the sake of simplicity, we shall call him fatty 1- told 
the other one (fatty 2) . 

" I've heard it, dude. I've also heard that Barnes and Nobles is 
going back to business. All their Tolkien books are gone, and the 
price of a single ebook has been raised to almost five times the 
original!" Fatty 2 replied. 

" It's crazy, isn't it? One second you're being told that humans 
evolved over the ages, and the Cambrian Explosion and whatnot 
happened, and the next, all of reality is being questioned. What if 
we live in the Matrix, eh?" Fatty 1 said. My eyes were popping out, 
and I was pretty sure my jaw had delved a hole in the ground as well. 
The Fatties left the line with their giant happy meals, shaking their 
heads and exchanging comments. I didn't know whether or not they were 
telling the truth, but I could not risk a single thing right now. 

" Miss! Are you ready to order or not?" a voice from the counter 
called impatiently. I blinked myself out of my thoughts and realized 
that I was next in line. I hurried over and ordered, my mind spinning 
around like one of those carousel things that kids in the amusement 
park ride, except about a billion times faster. When I was carrying 
our (giant) tray back to the table, my fingers were trembling so much 
that I literally dropped the tray onto the table, the soda flopping 
over, surprising Mya. Luckily, none spilled, and I slid into my seat 
next to her. Fingolfin was taking a selfie, but when he saw me 
return, he frowned and put his phone away. 

" They found him!" I whispered to them, leaning my head in. 

Fingolfin 's eyes grew wide, and Mya clasped a hand to her breast, 
breathing heavily. 

We sat there in in complete silence, afraid to utter a single world. 
Finally, Fingolfin broke the ice, and said, " We must find him by 
tomorrow. No stops, we drive on through the night. I'll switch with 
you when you're tired, Mya. I know that I don't have a license, but 
getting caught by the police is probably the worst of our worries 
right now . " 

Fingolfin, unexpectedly, was a picky eater. I watched him carefully 
dissect his double cheeseburger until every single little piece had 
been taken apart. Then, as the people around as watched him, he cut 
up the beef into tiny little particles about a millimeter across. And 
the worst part was, he only ate one at a time! We were going to be 
here all year watching Fingolfin finish his dinner. " I can see why 
elves are so skinny. They barely eat anything at all. You know, 
that's how they all die out in the end. They get their food source 
cut off, BAM! They become skin and bones like starving chickens!" I 
whispered loudly to Mya, who then giggled and tossed a french fry in 
the air before it landed in its rightful place- Fingolfin's nose! No, 
I'm kidding. It landed in Mya ' s mouth. 



Fingolfin took the bait, and his face turned a very (un) friendly 
shade of purple, which made us girls giggle even more. " Couldn't we 
have ordered takeout? Come on, it's dark already. Let's hit the 
road, " he grumbled. 

Fingolfin took over for Mya, who immediately crashed, lying down in 
the backseat of the minivan. I knew that it would be better to go to 
sleep, but I was concerned about the fact that FA«anor's brother had 
only been on Earth for more or less a week, and already knew how to 
drive. Still, elves learned fast, and there had been a scientific 
study that showed that if you put a dog in front of the steering 
wheel with a biscuit in front of it, it could probably drive better 
than 50% of the nation. Wow, humans were so weird these days. Even 
though data may have proved it, I would never be stupid enough to put 
Dorito, Mrs. Crawlish's dog, at the driver's seat. I knew that 
sometimes people jumped off buildings because they thought they could 
fly (in Heaven), but I wasn't really looking for death. 

I glanced nervously behind us, expecting wailing sirens and flashing 
red and blue lights to come chasing after us any moment. I mean, 
Fingolfin wasn't speeding, but the police were probably getting bored 
of just sitting out all day and waiting for someone to flip over on 
the highway, so they were searching out every single little crevice 
they could find. I sighed, turning on my phone. I went on the news 
app, and saw that the most recent article had been titled: **The 
American Economy: Are we heading towards another Great 
Depression? * * 

I scrolled down for more news of elf sightings, but strangely, it 
wasn't on there. Everse Corp was probably just making sure that their 
new specimen wasn't just a die-hard fan who got plastic surgery for 
his ears, and hacked into their x-rays and blood sampling machines 
somehow. I didn't know that much about it, having always been behind 
in science class. Pretty much every single class that I've taken I've 
either failed or barely scraped by. The only one where I excelled was 
Music, and I think you know why. But then the semester ended, and it 
was replaced by art history (AKA the worst torture room ever 
created) . I mean, art history wasn't a hundred push-ups a day or 
painting with the brush in your mouth, it was just way too boring. 

The classroom was always very warm and toasty, and the lights were 
dimmed, and the professor talked so slow that he practically took 
five minutes to say one sentence- everything in there was the perfect 
condition for falling asleep, so sleep is what many of my classmates 
did. There was a time where I stayed up past midnight to finish my 
English essay or redo some stupid project that the Health teacher 
assigned . 

Anyways, I was actually kind of glad that no one knew about Everse 
Corp's recent findings. But then again, why did I even trust those 
fatties standing in line in front of me? They were just some random 
people that I didn't know saying random words. What if they worked 
for Everse Corp and wanted to spread the false alarm? But then again, 
they had absolutely no idea who I was, or what I was doing at a 
McDonald's in the middle of nowhere. I couldn't afford to lose 
anything. Inside my head, I saw FA«anor screaming and banging on 
glass doors that he couldn't see through, while people nodded their 
heads and took photos from the other side. I imagined him at a zoo, 
in the middle of his "elf pen", eating raw meat and pulling celery 
out of the ground. Argh, it was so frustrating, and filled my mind 
with fury. 



Suddenly, my texting sound went off, and I quickly went to my 
messages. There was a new text from an unknown number. Hm. I clicked 
it and read: _Hello, Diane. This is Ethan from Everse Corp, I visited 
you at the hospital. I have discovered something very strange, and I 
need you to come take a look at it. Keep this message confidential, 
and reply as fast as you can. _ 

My blood froze. What was that? I quickly texted him back, saying that 
I was busy right now and he had to wait a few days. I felt a small 
sense of dread in the back of my mind, like I was doing the wrong 
thing, but no phenomenal discovery could surprise me now- I already 
knew that practically everything that I had been told was a lie. We 
were probably alone in the universe, but not in the "worlds". Hm, 
that's funny. Arda and Earth were each in their separate worlds, but 
there was no word describing the entire thing. That was peculiar, the 
scientists at Everse Corp ought to have come up with something by 
now . 

" What is your plan for once we get inside?" Fingolfin asked from the 
driver's seat, shaking me out of my thoughts. 

" Oh, urn, I don't know," I stammered. " Maybe we should ask Mya when 
she wakes up. Aiden is her brother, she would probably know." 

" Alright," said Fingolfin plainly, and went back to driving. I 
noticed that as he drove, his hand crept around to the little cup 
holder next to him, and plucked out Mya ' s half finished cappuccino. A 
more responsible person would have stopped him, but I was kinda 
tired, and besides, cappuccino was pretty much a necessity for 
everyday life here. A little bit curious, I slowly rose my head and 
stared at him through the rear mirror. He wasn't waterfalling or 
anything. When he got a small sip, he sighed in relief and was about 
to place the cup back inside the holder when a small brown fox 
suddenly ran across the road, and we swerved, barely avoiding it. The 
coffee spilled onto Fingolfin' s lap, and the annoyed elf hissed, 
quickly wiping at his jeans with his free hand. Behind me, Mya shot 
up, and when she caught Fingolfin with her cup in his hand, her arms 
crossed dangerously. 

" That's yours now. I was going to save it for later, but it looks 
like someone has been stealing my caffeine. I thought you've stayed 
up for an entire week without sleeping before!" she grumbled. 

" That was only because if I fell asleep, I would freeze to death! 

Not everyone can cross the Grinding Ice and come out alive!" he 
protested, and I resisted the urge to giggle. I still couldn't 
believe that I was sitting in the same car as Fingolfin, King of 
Hithlum, who had been betrayed by his brother after saying all those 
nice things to him. 

" Whatever. By the way, you have a Starbucks app on your phone. I 
downloaded it for you. Then you can order coffee and pick it up at 
the nearest Starbucks, " Mya told him. 

" Thank you, Mya. That is very generous. However, I don't exactly 
approve of me just spending your money. It must've been hard-earned," 
replied Fingolfin. 


Mya hesitated, and I heard her draw in a few deep breaths, her coat 



brushing against the back seat. " Well, not exactlya€|" 

" Oh, Mya, I forgot to ask you. What exactly do you do for a living?" 
I asked, peering over my shoulder to look at her. She had a nervous 
look on her face, and I wondered why. Someone as rich as her wouldn't 
hesitate to brag about her profession. However, a cute little blush 
crept up of her cheeks. 

" Uma€ | " she started, but then quickly changed the subject. " So, I'm 
going to get back to sleep. I recommend you do that as well, Diane. 

We still have a couple hours left before we reach Florida, and don't 
worry. Fingolfin's a really good driver. I promise that if we crash 
onto the side of the road and die, you can scream at me and even sue 
me when we get to Heaven." I looked skeptically at her, but then 
shrugged and leaned back against my seat. I didn't realize how tired 
I was before I was already asleep. 

" _What did Father say. Mother? If there is anyone that he will 
listen to, it is you," said Maitimo, sitting down by me. I was on a 
stone terrace made of marble, shining with grains of diamonds. Behind 
me, the Mindon EldaliAOva rose high up in the clouds, glimmering 
amongst the twilight of an endless starry sky. Before me, there was a 
great square with a great fountain that spewed crystals high into the 
air. Besides that was a beautiful white tree with silver leaves that 
flowered with golden blossoms. I could hear beautiful singing that 
rose in a single chorus an enveloped me with warmth. The soft spring 
breeze kissed my cheeks as it glided along. _ 

" _I do not know, Maitimo. When I first met him, he seemed so lively, 
so high-spirited. Now he is distant, and his heart and mind are far, 
far away. There is a dark shadow that has befallen upon him, one that 
I cannot cast away. He is no longer the elven prince that I met long 
ago," I sighed, shutting my eyes. _ 

_I felt Maitimo 's hand on my shoulder. " Mother, if Father has been 
troubling you lately, then I will gladly defend you from him. If he 
is no more, you have us at the least, and we shall never leave your 
side . 

_We sat there, looking up at the stars. I knew, somewhere, deep 
inside, that this would all come to an end. Sooner or later, the 
Valar would have to interfere, and then matters would not be light 
anymore. A silent tear rolled down my face, and I turned to Maitimo, 
only to see that another figure was approaching. He was very tall and 
fair of face, with dark brown hair, white skin, and soft hazel eyes. 

" Well met, my lord Fingolfin, " Maitimo said, rising and bowing his 
head. I stood, facing him as well, but still as a stone. _ 

" _Hello, Nerdanel. I see that you have talked to my brother. He has 
become quite difficult, you know. I would be surprised to see that 
anyone has been able to talk sense into him, and you do have the best 
chance among all of us. Finarfin is wise, but he speaks very 
sparingly, and when he does, he speaks very softly. FA«anor will 
never listen to him," said Fingolfin, breaking into a sad smile. _ 

" _I hear that he has been working on something else lately, besides 
for weapons and shields, and that is just making him even more 
unsociable, " Fingolfin added. _ 

" _They are stones. Uncle. I have not seen them, but Curufin and 



Celegorm have. Father has only made one so far, but it is said to 
glow with the light of both Telperion and Laurelin, bright in the 
twilight under the innumerable stars. My brothers say that it is 
finest work that has ever been created, by Elda and Vala alike, and 
matches the smithing of AulN ' himself," Maitimo proclaimed, somewhat 
proudly. _ 

" _Whatever it is that he is crafting, I am sure that he takes great 
delight in it, perhaps even more than his own wife and children. I 
see that you too are not pleased with his current state either, " my 
lord, I said coldly. _ 

" _No, I am not," he replied, and turned to Maitimo. " Maedhros, my 
son Fingon holds you in high praise. He says that you are of the same 
nature as your mother. Because of your father, I fear that the 
connection between my sons and your brothers will not be very warm. 
Still, never before have I seen a friendship so strong. Fingon is 
still young, but he is by far more understanding than many others in 
Tirion. I am glad that he has you as a friend, my nephew." He clasped 
a hand on Maitimo 1 s shoulder. _ 

" _And uncle, I have a gift to present you with, as a token of the 
never-ending friendship between our brothers. FA«anor may be your 
half brother in blood, but you are his full brother in heart, and for 
that reason I commend you. Here is Ringil, the Blade of Ice and 
Silver. It shall suit you well." And with that, he held out his newly 
crafted sword, the sapphires in the hilt glimmering under the 
starlight. Fingolfin took it, and closed his slender, strong fingers 
around the hilt. Ringil came in a flash of light, icy cold, yet loyal 
and unbending. _ 

" _Thank you, Maitimo. I see that you have become a true master of 
this craft. For thousands of years to come, our enemies shall fear 
the Sword of Fingolfin and the Spear of Maedhros. For thousands of 
years, may the fire strive alongside the ice, forever allies to hold 
back the greatest of storms ! "_ 

I woke up to the sound of the rain splattering on the car, making a 
glassy layer over my car window. My eyelids were heavy, like someone 
had placed dumbbells on them. There was a tiny bit of drool on the 
corner of my mouth, and I quickly wiped at it, thinking of the first 
thing that FA«anor had said to me on the second day of his arrival: " 
Do humans always drool when they sleep?". Fingolfin was still up and 
driving, although I could've sworn I heard him yawn about a second 
ago. I looked at my watch and gasped. It was noon already! Had we 
really been driving for that long? 

" Want a breakfast sandwich? We stopped at a fast food place when you 
were asleep, although I guess you could call it lunch now, " said Mya 
from behind, startling me. 

" Oh, yes please. Thanks," I said, taking it from her extended hand. 
"How far are we from Marion County? Assuming that we are in Florida 
already. I don't think Georgia has palm trees and coconuts." 

" Oh, we're still in Georgia, but almost at the border. May we listen 
to some music please?" Fingolfin asked. 


" Sure, but make sure to turn on the Florida radio station. I think 
we're losing signal from Georgia now," Mya replied. All of a sudden 



"Work" by Rihanna and Drake blasted from the speakers, and I covered 
my ears . 


" Oops. Sorry, was that too loud?" Fingolfin turned the volume down, 
and Mya and I sighed in relief. A few minutes later, Fingolfin was 
singing along, which I found to be extremely obnoxious. It was crazy 
to see how different these brothers were, even in a different world. 
While FA«anor was more classic and prefered to be rather calm and 
critical of everything around him, especially heavy metal, here was 
Fingolfin, listening to iHeartRadio and singing along to the craziest 
song I had ever heard. But still, as crappy as it was, it had a 
pretty good beat, and Mya and I soon found ourselves singing 
along . 

The morning/afternoon seemed to pass very quickly, and as we drove 
and munched on stale tacos, the sun dipped down and soon vanished 
from under the horizon. We passed many lush green fields, palm trees 
swaying in the breeze, and white-sand beaches glowing under the 
starlight, which of course was very clear in here. When I opened the 
window, from the distance I would hear teenagers screaming in delight 
as their rollercoaster plunged off a cliff or turned upside down. I 
used to come to Florida all the time with my parents, since we had 
season passes. I had always loved roller coasters, especially the 
thrilling ones. In fact, I even had a roller coaster rating scale, 
where I rated how good a roller coaster was by how thrilling it was. 
Most of them were pretty crappy, and only received about a five or 
six on my scale, if ten was most thrilling and one just made me fall 
asleep. The highest score that I had ever given to a roller coaster 
before was a nine, when the ride shot straight up in the air and then 
shot straight down. I had always like the feeling of falling, and 
screaming my face off in delight. However, the thing was, I was 
always scared of going down, and the feeling of it just felt like 
someone was driving a knife into my stomach, but at the same time, it 
was the most wonderful feeling in the world. 

Of course, Disney had nothing to offer but choo-choo trains and 
meet-and-greet with princesses, so we tried to avoid it as much as 
possible. Water parks were nice, but sometimes they just got a little 
bit boring, and I didn't like the feeling of having to dry off in the 
end . 

We passed a lot of big lakes, and I even saw something that looked 
distinctly like an alligator lounging on the shore once or twice. A 
park ranger had once told me that every single body of water in 
Florida, no matter if it was big or small, shallow or deep, had at 
least one alligator living in it . I was deathly scared of reptiles, 
but they also fascinated me like crazy (Don't judge, I know I'm 
weird ! ) . 

It must have been getting near midnight, and the night sky was full 
of beautiful, glowing stars. It seemed that any moment from now, a 
single star, brighter than all of the rest, filled with the glowing 
light of Laurelin and Telperion, the two trees of Valinor, would sail 
across the sky, EAnrendil at the deck, a Silmaril bound upon his 
breast. It didn't happen, and I sighed. Ah well. It seemed strange 
that while these worlds were separated by some invisible force, and 
very different, the only thing that had not changed was the beautiful 
starlight. It might have had been dried out in some places, but when 
they glowed, I bet they glowed just as bright and lovely as the 
creations of Varda ElentA;ri. Well, except for the fact that ours 



were giant luminou spheres of plasma, and theirs was made by a 
goddess . 

From the front seat, Fingolfin yawned again, and I frowned. I thought 
elves were supposed to have longer attention spans than human, which 
meant they were able to stay awake for longer. " Hey, Fingolfin, can 
I drive? I'm a little tired of being cooped up back here, and you and 
Mya are tired enough, " I called. 

" I thought your arm was broken!" he answered. 

" I'm a righty, and my left arm is broken. That doesn't mean I can't 
drive, it only means I will have a larger possibility of crashing 
onto the side of the road and dying." 

" Uma€ | " 

" Oh wait. Sorry, that probably even worse. Why were you yawning?" 

" I feel very tired, like something is drawing out my energy." 

" Don't elves have automatic refills?" 

" Yes, we do, but it doesn't seem to be working here." 

" Strange. FA«anor can dry himself off in five minutes flat. His 
powers seem to be working." 

Fingolfin didn't reply, and I suddenly felt guilty. All his life in 
Aman, he and FA«anor had been bickering, fighting about the most 
bizarre things. FA«anor had even held a sword to his throat before. 

It was no wonder that any mention of his brother beating him up made 
Fingolfin upset. "If Finarfin were here, he would not have taken well 
to this world," he said after a while. 

" Why?" I asked. 

" He prefers singing to the swans in the haven and learning about our 
world's ancient history than putting himself up there and fighting. I 
did not even know why he followed us into Middle Earth at first. He 
did turn back eventually, but I suppose it was out of some sort of 
envy, and not wanting to be left out. He swore no oath to FA«anor, 
but yet he was loyal. And now look where it has got him- High King of 
the Noldor, and Lord of Tirion. I suppose it did him good in the 
end . " 

" Do you ever think that you should have stayed in Eldamar? I mean, 
you got famous and became king of Hithlum, and that legendary battle 
with Morgoth must have shaken the hearts of every soul in Middle 
Earth, but was death really a worthy price to pay?" 

" I do not know. Now that it is all over, I cannot answer. It is a 
dilemma that I will forever contemplate. I was not looking to be held 
in high regard by all of the House of FinwN', I just wanted to 
protect my people, to avenge them. In the aftermath of the battle, I 
glanced around at all the bodies that were hewn around my feet, and 
my heart was filled with flame and anger. I knew that I should have 
turned straight around, and back to my halls, but I could not. I 
would have received a hero's welcome, but nonetheless grievous and 
fake. What good king should cower from his enemies and watch his kin 



slaughtered right before his eyes, and stay protected, with riches 
and food? It disgusts me to even think of it, and I think death to be 
a much wiser choice. You may say that my choice was rash, but it was 
only the best I could've done for the ones that I love," he replied 
in a strained voice. I even thought I heard a few sniffles. Was he 
crying? Looking in the rearview mirror, I saw that he was indeed. It 
was not a baby-ish situation, involving a papercut and a few wet 
tissues, but rather one that was noble, and to be proud of. And not 
to say, Fingolfin was really hot when he was upset, although I knew 
that I would have less of a chance with him than with FA«anor. They 
were both married, and had kids, of course, but at least Fingolfin ' s 
line went on. It would be like falling in love with someone's grandpa 
or something, except Fingolfin would be a great -times -infinity 
grandpa, yet he looked no older than twenty five, although in his 
eyes there were deep wells of memory and wisdom. 

The traffic was the reason why we didn't get there until two hours 
later. I had checked my phone for the most recent news, and it just 
so happened that there had been a car crash on the road this 
afternoon, and many people were injured and had to be taken to the 
hospital. The weirdest thing was- a giant chunk of the highway had 
been taken out, so that road was now closed. How on earth could that 
have happened? Cars were heavy, but not heavy enough to dent cement, 
much less break off a big piece of it. I sighed. Things were very 
strange these days. 

Finally, from Mya ' s instruction, we rolled into a very small town, 
and parked by a very crappy looking deli the size of my bathroom. It 
was flanked by neat rows of little whitewashed houses with yellow 
lawns and patches of weeds sticking out here and there. It was very 
hot and arid, so I threw off my sweater and jumped out of the car, 
clutching my broken arm. Was I prepared for this? I felt like those 
kids on the rollercoaster-plunging straight down, except this time I 
wasn't strapped safely to a seat, screaming and waving my hands in 
delight. I remembered what Gandalf had said to the Fellowship when 
they were in Moria, " Far, far below the deepest delvings of the 
Dwarves, the world is gnawed by nameless things. Even Sauron knows 
them not. They are older than he." I felt as if I were falling into 
that abyss, but had not yet reached the end. I drew in a deep breath 
and followed Mya and Fingolfin into the deli. Fingolf rubbed his 
hands together in anticipation. 

" Soon I shall see my brother again, and we shall both be housed with 
proper bodies!" he exclaimed. 

" Don't get too excited, Fingolfin. First we have to see what they 
have done to him, " Mya whispered. It was the middle of the night, and 
there was no one in the deli, but yet I had a sense of dread, as if I 
was being watched. We followed Mya into the back of the shop, which 
happened to be a lot longer than my bathroom. There, behind a shelf 
consisting of all types of gummies, was a small door labeled 
"supplies". Mya reached into her pocket and pulled out a small silver 
key. She inserted it into the slot, gritting her teeth, and the door 
swung open, revealing another door behind it. This one seemed more 
modern and fresh, like those doors in the hospital. There was a small 
panel on the wall next to it, and Mya placed her shaking hand on it. 
Immediately, the door opened, and we all stepped inside. 


I was shocked by the appearance of everything. The first thing that 
came to my eyes was the color white, and then shapes began to form. I 



saw a counter, and a man in a black suit sitting at it, typing away 
furiously at his computer. He had jet-black hair that was greased 
back, and very white skin. As we passed by, he called to Mya, " Ms. 
Cole! Come to visit, have we! How was the road?" 

" Very nice, thank you, " she answered without turning her head. 
Fingolfin had his hood over his head, and stared down at the floor so 
that his face was concealed. Surprisingly, the man at the counter 
didn't ask any questions about Mya ' s two strange guests. We passed 
into what seemed like an endless hallway. 

We passed many people in white lab coats with clipboards clenched in 
their fists. When Mya passed them, they raised their hands in a 
friendly greeting, which Mya usually replied to with a nice _Hello, 
_or _How was your day?_ Strange, no one here seemed like an evil 
maniac. We approached two people who appeared to be in a very deep 
discussion. One of them was a middle aged woman with a bandanna tied 
around her white-blonde hair. She was speaking to a quite handsome 
young man with sandy hair and a small stubble. They were both in lab 
coats, and I heard them saying, " Yes, he is adapting quite well. 

When should we start the experiment. Dr. Cole?" My blood froze as Mya 
stopped in front of him. Not to mention, but I had been expecting 
some sort of fire-breathing balrog or something. I glanced to my 
sidea€| and saw that Fingolfin was no longer there! 

" Hey, Aiden, " Mya said, and Aiden looked up at her, his eyes 
beaming. I shot a glance at Mya that I hoped read, _Where the hell is 
Fingolfin? _ 

She didn't look at me, and kept her eyes on her brother. " Hello, 
sis. I see that you brought a friend with you. Where is the other 
one?" I realized that he was asking about Fingolfin, and leaned 
forward slightly. 

" There was no other. This is my friend, Diane. She just happens to 
be very interested in your work as a member of Everse Corp, and I 
thought that I should visit my brother now and then, " Mya said, her 
voice blank of any emotion, and I opened my mouth, wanting to say 
something, but when Aiden began to talk again, I clenched my jaw, 
decided that in situations like these, it was better to stay 
silent . 

" Very well, " Aiden said, as if he had completely forgotten about 
Fingolfin already. " Hello, Diane. I am Mr. Aiden Cole from Everse 
Corp. I run this research baseaC | " He continued on talking as we 
began to walked down the hallway again, but I wasn't paying 
attention. Where was Fingolfin, and why had Mya protest that he had 
never existed? What was going on? I suddenly felt very dizzy, as if 
the car was rolling around and burning up again. What on earth was I 
doing here? I should be home, catching up on math homework, or 
writing my research paper for science. 

No, wait. That wasn't right. I was Diane Gillen, here to bust my 
friend FA«anor out. Aiden Cole was a villain who wanted to extract 
some special thing from FA«anor's body and then send him to the 
military. And FingolfinaC! Fingolfin was gone too, so apparently they 
had taken him as a hostage as wellaCi I had to get them outa€ i get 
them outa€ | 

" Ms. Gillen, are you all right?" Aiden asked, placing his hand on my 



shoulder. I didn't realize that I had been breathing hard and 
hunching over. " How did you break this?" His eyes were fixed on my 
broken arm. 

" Track and Field. I, um, tripped and fell on it," I lied. 

" Oh, that is a nasty little thing to happen indeed, " Aiden mused. " 
So you see, our elven guest is doing very well in his new 
environment, although his body is not exactly adapting very well." 

I had been so confused for the past few minutes, I didn't even 
realize that Aiden had started talking about FA«anor. " What?" 

" You wanted to see FA«anor, remember?" I nodded slowly, biting my 
lip. " There is something in him that is weakening. Yeta€ i he is 
still very strong. My research team has detected something strange 
and well, magical, inside of him." 

" Uh-huh . " 

We finally stopped in front of a metal door with nothing inscribed on 
it, no window, not even a door knob. Aiden placed his hand on it, and 
it immediately swung inwards. I jumped slightly, squeaking out 
something inane, but Aiden merely smiled at me and stepped aside, 
allowing me to enter. I didn't know what I would expect as my heart 
pounded in my chest- FA«anor strapped to a bed, nurses with syringes 
standing over him, lying unconscious on the floor, or banging against 
the walls, screaming. However, what I did see made me want to just 
collapse on the floor, right there. We were in a small room with 
another metal door built into it, very much like the one that we had 
entered through. There was a very large glass window, and on the 
other side of it was a very neat bedroom. The walls were painted 
white, and a soft cream-colored carpet covering the floor. In a 
corner of the room, there was a queen sized bed, and next to that was 

a desk with a laptop-no wait, it was my laptop!- on it. Next to that 

was a rather large white sofa, and lounging on it, reading a book 
wasa€ | FA«anor. He was smiling, his long dark hair spread around his 
shoulders. He was in an adidas t-shirt and shorts, his feet bare. He 
was every bit as beautiful as the day that he came, but somehow, 

seeing him so happy and carefree made my heart feel as if it had just 

been stabbed. 

" The glass is one sided, so he cannot see us, " Aiden whispered in my 
ear, making me jump again. At that moment, I just wanted to kick him 
in the private spot and see what happened. Why was FA«anor being kept 
like an animal, ignorant to the rest of the world. " But I think he 
already knows you, am I right?" 

I ignored that and asked him, " Can I go in?" He nodded. " Can he 
come out?" 

Aiden frowned. " Why would that be?" 

" Do you plan on keeping him in there forever?" 

" As long as it is needed, " he purred, and I looked away in 
disgust . 

" Let me in," I grumbled, crossing my arms. 



Aiden smiled, reminding me of a serpent, and pushed open the metal 
door. I ran in, and it slammed behind me. Glancing back at the glass 
wall, I saw that it was gone, and replaced by a giant mirror. I was 
alone with FA«anor. 


12 . Ice and Fire 

I was frozen in time, just a statue staring right at the elf-lord 
lying casually on couch, his feet propped up on the other armrest. I 
thought of the way that everything had been before. We had close, 
with nothing, not even the fire of FA«anor's spirit, between us. And 
now, we were standing in the same room, but there was a wall of ice 
in between. I didn't know what to say. Was I supposed to just fall 
down before him and apologize, or was I supposed to walk up to him 
and slap him, saying that he was stupid for leaving and that I never 
wanted to see him again, and then I would start crying, and then he 
would comfort me, and everything would be alright thena€ | 

" Well, come to pay me a visit, Diane?" FA«anor said in his silky 
voice, shaking me out of my thoughts. 

" Yes, urn, no, maybe, ugh, I don't know!" I muttered, and then looked 
back at the mirror, knowing that Aiden Cole was watching me like a 
serpent from the other side. I hoped that the door was soundproof, 
but then remembered our telepathic communications from before. 

FA«anor had not looked up from his book, but I could almost feel 
something pulsing eagerly inside of him, waiting for me make a move. 

I willed my mind to connect to his, imagining a little streak 
shooting out from my head to his. However, when it almost reached his 
mind, it hit a wall of ice, and bounced back to me. FA«anor was 
blocking me out. " Come on, I have to get you out of here!" 

" Why would I want to leave? This is a nice place, " he replied 
plainly, and I felt like I was being electrocuted . 

" No, you _hate _this place. You hate them putting you in a lab and 
watching you all the time!" I fired back, trying to shake off the 
feeling . 

" That does not happen to be the case. I do enjoy their attention, 
and I am more comfortable here, then a place where I constantly being 
fed lies, " he sniffed. 

" You don't even know what they are going to do to you! They are 
going to turn you into another terrible lab experiment!" I cried. 

" Ah, there is the pleasant voice that you spoke to me with that 
morning. Rather loud, don't you think?" he said obnoxiously. I was 
struck speechless. What the hell was going on? FA«anor should be in a 
lab, being tortured with x-rays and blood samplings, not in a cozy 
bedroom with everything that he needed. " Anyways, why have you come, 
if not to visit?" 

" I'm here to get you out! Do you want them to stick you with sharp 
needles ? " 

" You mean the vaccinations? They do not hurt at all, and they are 
rather for my protection." 



" Protection from what?" 

" People like you who have come to pester me with all your stupid and 
meaningless words!" He raised his head and slammed his book down on 
the couch. I gasped slightly, groping for the handle of the metal 
door, but there wasn't one. I needed Aiden's fingerprints to get me 
out of here. " You think that I'm just another one of your puppets? 
You may think that I am the one who is playing games with you, but it 
is the other way around! You just wanted to take my heart for your 
own, and then crush it with your iron fist! You think that you are 
the only one with a broken spirit? I watched my family crumble apart 
like ashes, I watched my mother succumb to grief and weariness, and 
my father slaughtered unjustly before the gates of his own house!" he 
bellowed . 

" FA«anor, I'm sorry, I was crazy and stupid, I didn't mean any of 
the things that I said! Please, I know that I don't deserve, but-" I 
protested, but he cut me off with a wave of his hand, and I suddenly 
could not speak again. 

" This is the only place where I can be at peace. Do you know why I 
came here? Not to look for Fingolfin, but because I wanted to. The 
scientists here don't want anything from me, that was a stupid rumor. 
They are helping me return home, because I cannot stand another 
moment in this world!" he roared. " I am a king, not some random boy 
that you can scream at! If I were home, then you would be dead right 
now! I would not suffer to hear your foolish words. I am FA«anor, 
spirit of fire, creator of the Silmarils, High King of the 
No 1 dor ! " 

I couldn't take it anymore. " Then why don't you just kill me right 
now? You've have enough experience, what is a silly mortal to you?" I 
cried, stepping out in front of him. I was sure that Aiden could see 
what was going on right now, and frankly, I didn't care if he opened 
the door for me or not. Suddenly, FA«anor's right hand burst into 
flame. I couldn't see what happened next, but I was falling, further 
and further down, into the abyss, where some creature of the dark 
awaited me. I was engulfed with fire, but somehow, it felt good. 

Good, as in better than anything that I had ever felt before. I knew 
that I deserved it, that I deserved to burn. Still, I wanted to fight 
back, because of human nature. But somewhere in the back of my mind, 
a small voice, gentle but commanding, whispered, _Give in to the 
fire, Diane. Not all falls end in darkness. _My vision was all red, 
but I knew that somewhere out there, there was a bright light, 
glowing in the darkness. A single star, breaking free of the dark 
circle of cloudsa€ | 

_The night sky was dark, and not a single star shone through. 

However, it was lit by fiery torchlight, and the white tree looked as 
if it had succumbed to flame as well. There was gathered a great 
crowd, the fire like dancing shadows upon their faces. Fear was in 
their eyes, but I did not need to see them to sense the darkness that 
had grown upon all of them. In the center of the crowd, stood 
FA«anor, upon the crest of the great hill of TI-na, his eyes bright 
yet full of anger. In one hand he held his flaming torch, 
illuminating all of Tirion in red, and in the other he held his great 
sword, red as if it were stained with fresh blood. Everyone in the 
crowd gazed upon in not in wonder, but in fear, for he was indeed now 
the High King of the Noldor, after his father's death at the hands of 
Morgoth. _ 



_Then, he began to speak, his fair voice like booming thunder from 
the sky. " Why, 0 people of the Noldor, why should we longer serve 
the jealous Valar, who cannot keep us nor even their own realm secure 
from their Enemy! And though he be now their foe, are not they and he 
of one kin? Vengeance calls me hence, but even were it otherwise I 
would not dwell longer in the same land with the kin of my father's 
slayer and of the thief of my treasure. Yet I am the only valiant in 
this valiant people. And have ye not all your King? And what else 
have ye not lost, cooped here in a narrow land between the mountains 
and the sea?_ 

" _Here once was light, that the Valar begrudged to Middle Earth, but 
now dark levels all. Shall we mourn here deedless for ever, a 
shadow-folk, mist-haunting, dropping vain tears in the thankless sea? 
Or shall we return to our home? In CuiviAOnen sweet ran the waters 
under unclouded stars, and wide lands lay about, where a free people 
might walk. There they lie still and await us who in our folly 
forsook them. Come away! Let the cowards keep this city!" _ 

_There was silence for a while, and then the entire crowd roared back 
in praise of FA«anor, High King of the Noldor. And FA«anor spoke 
again. " Fair shall the road be, though long and hard shall be the 
road! Say farewell to bondage! But say farewell also to ease! Say 
farewell to the weak! Say farewell to your treasures! More still 
shall we make. Journey light, but bring with you your swords! For we 
will go further than OromN', endure longer than Tulkas; we will never 
turn back from pursuit. After Morgoth to the ends of the Earth! War 
shall he have and hatred undying. But when we have conquered and have 
regained the Silmarils, then we and we alone shall be lords of the 
unsullied Light, and masters of the bliss and beauty of Arda . No 
other race shall outlast us!" To that, there were even more cheers, 
and then FA«anor did something unexpected. He leaped down from where 
he stood with lethal grace, and raised his sword high in the air. 


."Be he foe or friend, be he foul or clean, _ 
brood of Morgoth or bright Vala,_ 

Elda or Maia or Aftercomer, _ 

Man yet unborn upon Middle-earth, _ 

neither law, nor love, nor league of swords, _ 

dread nor danger, not Doom itself, _ 

.shall defend him from FA«anor, and FA«anor's kin, 
whoso hideth or hoardeth, or in hand taketh,_ 
.finding keepeth or afar casteth_ 

.a Silmaril. This swear we all:_ 

death we will deal him ere Day's ending, __ 

woe unto world's end! Our word hear thou,_ 



_Eru Allfather! To the everlasting_ 

_Darkness doom us if our deed faileth._ 

_On the holy mountain hear in witness_ 

_and our vow remember, ManwA« and Varda ! "_ 

_Then, someone went forth from the crowd- Curufin, to join his 
father's side. I screamed in protest, but my voice was drowned out by 
the roaring of the crowd. Curufin drew his blade from its sheath, and 
raised it to the dark sky. One by one, before my dizzy mind could see 
what was going on, my sons lept to the fire, drawing their swords. 
Finally, I saw a figure breaking through the crowd, his hair lit 
fiery red. " Maitimo! No!" I cried, and tried to rush to him, but the 
crowd was so thick, I could not push through in time. When I had 
reached him, he had already taken the dreaded Oath, the one that 
began the Doom of the Noldor. At that moment, everything inside of me 
shattered like ice, and a hot fire engulfed my spirit. " Farewell, 
FA«anor. Goodbye forever, my love," I whispered, knowing that my 
voice was not audible. And with that, I turned and retreated from the 
great square, the light that had shone so brightly in my eyes before 
completely gone. _ 

" Dr. Cole, the machine is almost at full power. Just a few more 
minutes and we will be ready for the extraction, " a voice said. My 
eyes shot opened, and I found myself lying down on a slightly 
elevated bed in a very strange room. It was not FA«anor's bedroom, or 
prison, whatever you'd like to call it. It was completely empty and 
white, except for a large machine right opposite from me. A few 
scientists in lab coats were standing by my bed, and next to them 
were Dr Cole anda€ | Mya? What was she doing here? I tried to sit up, 
but found myself restrained. I looked down and say that my wrists had 
been strapped to the bed, and so had my ankles. What the hell? 

I struggled, gritting my teeth, but only attracted the unwanted 
attention of Aiden Cole, who smiled coldly, his handsome features 
twisted into a serpentine grin. " Can someone take these damned 
things off?" I shouted to them. 

" Oh, no. I'm afraid not. You see, they're for your protection, not 
to say that you already have some of your own. Quite interesting, 
yes. You were left unscathed by the fire," Aiden mused. Wait, what 
fire? My scrambled up brain tried desperately to rememberaC | ah, yes. 
I had made the terrible mistake of visiting FA«anor in his most 
egotistical, violent state, which had caused him to scream at me and 
through balls of fire (not to say that I didn't deserve it. I mean, 
if someone called me a whore, I would have committed genocide 
already) . But how on earth? I remember one of those fireballs hitting 
me, and then that weird dream-like thing where somehow I was Nerdanel 
and talking to my son, Maedhros, who later got his hand chopped off 
and thrown into a fiery pit *shudders*. 

" Never mind that. But what the f*ck are you doing?" I screamed, 
still pulling against the straps, which were made out of that seat 
belt material, so they were technically indestructible. " Mya, what 
are you doing here?" 

" Little rescue plan gone wrong, Ms. Gillen?" Aiden crooned. " I'm 
sorry, but Mya here was barely assisting me to get the other one." 



" The other one?" 

Aiden spoke into something close to his chin, which just happened to 
be a walkie-talkie. " Bring him in, please," he murmured. A few 
seconds later, the metal door swung open, and two men in black suits 
came in, dragging Fingolfin's limp body with them. I wanted to 
scream, but could not find my voice. Fingolfin was clearly 
unconscious, his face covered in bruises and cuts. His shirt had been 
nearly shredded apart, and a large, almost claw-like slit ran across 
his chest. 

" Mya, how could you? I thought you were helping us!" I screamed. 

" I'm sorry," Mya said, her voice completely empty of all emotion. " 
That was never my original purpose." 

" See? She's a good girl, aren't you, Mya?" Aiden said, draping an 
arm around his sister's shoulders. I looked closely at the two, and 
realized that Mya was shaking. 

Still, I could not contain my anger. It seemed like everyone in the 
world that I was close to was gone. Blake and Tyler were in the 
hospital, my parents were dead, Fingolfin was beat up and 
unconscious, my parents were dead, Mya had betrayed me, and FA«anor 
wasa€ | changed. Wait, speaking of FA«anor, where was he? " Where's 
FA«anor? What have you done to him?" I cried. 

" Oh, he's waiting right outside. Fortunately, he's in a much better 
condition than his brother over there," Aiden said, sneering. Almost 
as if there was a cue, FA«anor entered, dressed in a t-shirt and 
jeans, his thumbs hooked on his pockets. There was a carefree smile 
on his face, which I just wanted to smack off. I growled at him, but 
he just waved at me, like we were some buddies at school or 
something. Aiden walked over and greeted him. " Hello, FA«anor. Are 
you ready to go home?" 

" I think that I may have left some of my possessions here, but I 
will reforge them when I return to Eldamar. My foolish brother 
Finarfin has sat on the throne of Tirion long enough, " FA«anor 
replied casually. 

" Good! Then let's begin!" Aiden said, and then guided the elf lord 
over to the machine, which I now noticed had a leather seat attached 
to it, like the ones that you sat in for a dentist's appointment. Hm. 
There seemed to be absolutely no sign of a portal opening up or 
anything. My blood felt slightly chilled, but I had no other choice 
other than to look at FA«anor leave forever. But then, why was 
Fingolfin beat up and lying on the floor, while his brother was given 
special treatment? FA«anor sat down at in the seat, which now seemed 
like it was attached to something distinctly like two metal rings 
crossed together. 

" Wait! What is going to happen to Fingolfin?" I cried out. 

" Oh, don't worry. He's next," Aiden said. 

The machine didn't have a seat belt or anything, but that was the 
least of my worries. Under other circumstances, I would've been 
screaming my head off right now, but I was actually quite glad that 



FA«anor was returning to Aman . He had been quite a trouble over the 
past few days, and although Fingolfin didn't try to kill me or 
anything, he deserved to go home as well. But still, why was 
Fingolfin beat up? It wasn't as if he resisted being sent home or 
anything. Aiden Cole was moving towards a computer sitting on a desk 
in a corner of the rather large room. He swiped his finger across the 
screen, and the machine began to hum. 

FA«anor had a joyful smile in his face, and he appeared to pay 
absolutely no attention to his brother, which he had clearly cared 
much about when he first arrived in New York City. Suddenly, I felt 
the temperature of the room rise, and Mya and the team of scientists 
slipped quietly out the door. I knew that I ought to have screamed 
something at her or flipped the bed open to crawl to her, but I was 
so overwhelmed at the moment, I honestly didn't care. In front of my 
bed, Fingolfin moaned softly and began to stir. 

And then, everything went wrong. The two men in suits moved faster 
than lightning, pulling out syringes full of a clear liquid from 
hidden pockets. One of them plunged it into Fingolfin 's arm, while 
the other injected into FA«anor's and the eldest son of FinwN''s eyes 
grew as wide as quarters. " What was that?" he asked, his voice 
anxious . 

Aiden turned, sneering. " I'm sorry, FA«anor. There is no going home 
now," he snarled, and tapped the screen, setting off a soft _beep. 

_A1 1 of a sudden, the rings around FA«anor's chair shot out beams of 
blue light into the subject, and FA«anor screamed. It was a terrible, 
shrill, sound. 

I glanced around at the room frantically, but there was absolutely 
nothing that I could used for a weapon. " What are you doing to him?" 
I demanded. 

" I just happened to have detected the very thing inside of him that 
makes him immortal. In fact, thanks to Mya, I now have two of them," 
Aiden said, motioning to Fingolfin on the ground. " One for myself, 
of course, and the other fora€ | enough money to support my entire 
line for generations to come, " he snarled, and then seeing my 
expression, he added, " Oh, you do not understand. This machine was 
specifically just to draw it out, of course. And that syringe is to 
prepare them for that, but of course, _he_ did not need it." He 
pointed to Fingolfin on the ground, and then something inside of me 
just lit on fire faster than gasoline. 

" You f*cking son of a bitch!" I screamed at him, jerking at my 
bonds. I didn't know why, but Aiden suddenly backed away, his eyes 
wide. I pulled harder, and they snapped like rubber. I lept off of my 
bed, and only then did I realize that the cast was no longer on my 
arm. I lifted up my left hand, and it felt completely normala€ | but 
full of energy. I ran towards Aiden, wanting to shove his skull into 
the wall, but then felt overpowering hands grab my arms. The two men 
in the black suits held me back, while Aiden 's face broke back into 
his serpentine smile again. The machine began to hum louder, and 
FA«anor's body suddenly started to drift up. Then, it seemed as if 
there was something coming out of him- at first it seemed like 
another glowing ball of fire, but then I was that it seemed more 
translucent, and curled around like a wisp of smoke. Aiden watched in 
astonishment, while the look on my face was pure horror. 



" The FeAn ! " Aiden breathed, and rushed back to the computer, tapping 
the screen again. The humming stopped, and FA«anor's limp body 
dropped back onto the seat with a soft thud. 

" Noooooooooo ! " I screamed. When the feAn left the body, it meant 
thata€ | FA«anor was dead. Using all of the hate and anger locked up 
inside of me, I shoved my elbows back into the stomach of the men 
holding me, and surprisingly, they let go of me. I ran to FA«anor's 
body, sobbing. My hands cradled his face, which was now cold as ice. 

" Wake up, FA«anor. Wake up!" I cried amidst my tears, but there was 
no answer. 

You know those Disney princess movies? You know how at the end of 
them, the girl gets the guy, or the other way around, and they live 
happily ever after? Every single kid must have dreamed about such an 
ending, and then they become more sensible, and get involved into 
things like social media and fashion. But still, they wish for that 
ending, and know that they're never going to happen. If it did, 

FA«anor would wake up right now, and then we would live happily ever 

after . 

If everything was controlled by some spirits, then I wanted to kill 
them for meddling with the fate of their little toys. FA«anor had 
already given his life up to Mandos once, he didn't need to do it 
again. I didn't care if he hated me, and he wanted to kill me, all I 
wanted was for him to wake up. I buried my face, now streaked with 
tears, into the crook of his neck, just like I should have done a 
long, long time ago. I now knew why I was unable to keep a boyfriend. 
It wasn't because they were all unfaithful and evil, it was because 
of me. Once I had their heart, I pretty much wanted them to swear 
undying loyalty to me forever. I just expected too much of the world, 

but the world had too little to offer in the first place. If I had 

actually appreciated what I had, I wouldn't be here right now. 

Above me, Aiden had reached into a small compartment directly above 
FA«anor's head, and pulled out a large diamond the size of my fist. 
Wait, no. It was not diamond, it was adamant. It shone almost as 
bright as a star, yet its light could not compare to that of 
FA«anor's finest work. However, it was thing that was contained 
inside that was more worthy of attention. It was the small flame, 
still spiraling around- the feAn of CurufinwN'. I looked up slowly 
from FA«anor's fair face. His features were absolutely perfect, and 
it took much effort to peel my eyes away from him, but I forced 
myself to look up at the stone in Aiden 's hand. The scientist now 
gazed upon it, his eyes glowing with a sharp light. The fire filled 
me up again, and faster than lightning, I lunged out and knocked the 
adamant out of Aiden 's hands. I shoved him into the wall, screaming a 
wild cry. Again and again, I slammed my fist into his face, until his 
blood was mixed in with my tears. The men in the suits weren't there 
in time, and I knocked him to the ground, sinking my knee deep into 
his stomach. He howled in pain and struggled, but I wouldn't stop. 
Soon, he was unconscious, but I still delivered blow after blow, 
until I felt a gentle hand on my shoulder. 

Looking up, I saw that it was Fingolfin. His face was still bruised, 
and his lip was bleeding, but still comforting as ever. I gasped and 
fell back into his arms, out of breath. I felt him wrap his arms 
around me, and I continued to sob, until there were no more tears. I 
knew that in under different circumstances, I would've felt like the 
biggest baby in the universe, but I just didn't f*cking care right 



now. FA«anor was dead, and it was because I lost my temper and 
completely pissed him off. 

I didn't know how long Fingolfin sat there cradling me, but sometime 
during it, I felt that he was weeping too. And he had better reason 
to do so than I did. He was FA«anor's brother, and what was I? Some 
girl that had loved him for a few days, and then completely stabbed 
his heart, over and over again. 

Finally, the metal door opened, and I heard a friendly voice say, " 
Diane! God help me, what happened?" It was Tyler. I turned and stood 
up, wiping my eyes. 

There were many things that I could've said at that moment, but I was 
speechless for the moment. Behind Tyler, there was Ethan Everse, head 
of Everse Corp, and a few police officers. " FA«anor's dead. Aiden 
Cole killed him," I croaked. I didn't care whether or not the elves 
would be reported to the government or not. Things couldn't possibly 
get worse at that moment, and I think Fingolfin knew that as 
well . 


13. The Aftermath 

nd live on the streets. Still, I didn't think that would be likely. 

He was pretty famous, and whenever we went out to go shopping or eat 
at a restaurant, I saw people whispering and pointing at him, and 
eventually a group of giggling girls would prance up to him and drop 
off goodies of all sorts, the best one being a giant chocolate cake. 

I knew that they were supposed to be for Fingolfin, but he shared it 
with me when we got home, laughing and licking frosting from out 
fingers . 

I sighed, thinking that maybe, just maybe, life could go back to 
normal. But as much as I wanted to, I could not forget the days that 
I spent with FA«anor. I didn't go to his funeral, and neither did 
Fingolfin. Even now, I didn't regret it. Does it really count as a 
funeral if the person it is for wasn't supposed to die, or his spirit 
was still alive, kept in some vault that the government had 
high-security for? I constantly felt like banging my head against the 
wall, mumbling to myself, _no, he isn't dead. He's FA«anor- a 
fictional character from Middle Earth. He can't be dead. He's still 
out there somewhere, floating in an imaginary world. _But it wasn't 
imaginary- I had Fingolfin to remind me of that. I knew that we had 
only spent a few days together, but in a way, they were the best four 
days of my life, and not because I was a stupid, crazy fangirl who 
would have kissed every single elf from Lord of the Rings and the 
Silmarillion that she got her hands on. 

I stared at the mirror, and saw that I had grown another inch from 
when I last checked. I wasn't surprised. I was already taller than 
the average human being, but so were my parents. And still, Fingolfin 
towered over me. It was kind of strange- I was already twenty two and 
still growing. Ah well- I had been a late bloomer anyways. Still, I 
did hope that this would be my last growth spurt; I didn't want to 
look like a giant or anything. I headed downstairs and saw that 
Fingolfin was looking at my photos. 

" Who is that by you?" He asked, pointing to a small photo taped to 
my refrigerator. 



I went over to him to see, and bit my lip, a little chill spreading 
up my spine. " Oh, that. That's my urn, high school boyfriend. We went 
to senior prom together." 

" What is prom?" he asked. 

" It's a dance where you just, like, dance with your date, which in 
my case, was him," I answered awkwardly. 

" Where is he now?" The chill put up another protective wall of ice 
around my heart, and I leaned in, suddenly shrunken and small. 

" I don't know," I answered sadly. Senior prom was my last day with 
him. He was always sort of a badass guy, I suppose, but after that 
day, I never saw him again. He must have run off somewhere, but God 
knows where. I hadn't really given much thought to him for a while, 
having letting off the whole incident a long time ago. " He ran off 
somewhere, and never came back to school." 

" Oh . I see . " 

We stood there, quite awkwardly, until I nudged his arm. " Can I 
watch Netflix with you?" 

We watched food network until nine, or at least until the part where 
a poor lady's cake started sliding off of the rack and fell onto the 
floor with a big _splat ! _, and Fingolfin and I couldn't bear to 
watch anymore. She was very young, and very short, with her hair in 
cute little pigtails, even though she was about the same age as I 
was. Unfortunately, her short arms did not help with her complex task 
at all, and we just looked sadly at all the frosting on the 
floor . 

Tyler and Ethan Everse had gotten sympathetic, and "donated" a bed to 
us, so Fingolfin could have his own room. I was so grateful for it, 
since 1) It would have been awkward if one of us slept on the couch 
again, and 2) the guest room was literally just sitting there, 
gathering dust. They also made sure that my car insurance gave me a 
brand new car, but unfortunately, it was an even smaller Honda Civic. 
Oh well, it was better than nothing. 

I waved goodnight to the elf, and we went into our respective rooms. 

I crashed almost immediately, and images of the day where 
_you-know-what_ happened to _you-know-who_ flew back into my mind. I 
suddenly thought of being strapped to the bed again, and how I had 
ripped through them so easily. Strange thing to happen, but I had 
heard that humans actually had the strength to lift a car, and the 
only reason why they couldn't was because their brains couldn't let 
them. I must have been really angry to have had the strength to break 
them, but then again, why shouldn't I have angry? 

Against my will, I thought of FA«anor, and how easily he had been 
broken, his mind under the control of completely mad scientists. I 
thought about how easy it was for him to just down in that leather 
seat, the one that would claim his life. If only I hadn't screamed at 
him for missing home; if only I hadn't been so selfish and wanted him 
all for myself, if only he hadn't left for Florida right before I got 
home, if only he had never been reincarnated on planet Earth instead 
of Aman, if only he had never made the Silmarils, if only he hadn't 



left Eldamar in the first place, if only he had never been born, then 
none of this would have happened. Then again, if FA«anor, son of 
FinwN', had never existed, then _nothing_ would have happened. 
Celebrimbor wouldn't have been there to create the rings of power, 
and then Sauron wouldn't have taken over, and then the Fellowship 
would never have been made, and the silly fangirls wouldn't have been 
crying over Legolas. 

I buried my head in my pillow, moaning. I could never sleep well 
anymore, with the thought of a bright new day ahead. I had failed 
everyone that I cared about- FA«anor, my parents, even Fingolfin, who 
I never knew would be sleeping in the same house as me. There would 
be no sunrise, just like there would never be starlight in New York 
City. Why couldn't the world be perfect, like I thought elves were 
before I met FA«anor? He had been perfect for about the first three 
days that I met him, and on the fourth, I blew my cover. No, he 
wasn't perfect. But still, if there was no perfection in the world, 
why did that word even exist? Why do we constantly strive towards 
things that we can never reach? I would've been better to spend time 
on more useful things. 

I fell asleep with the image of FA«anor's smiling face in my head. I 
fell asleep imagining his skin, hot and fiery, against mine. I fell 
asleep, thinking of the tears on his face after he sang that song, 
the one that his wife had supposedly taught him. 

_I was running, running through the forest, my white dress tearing on 
many fallen branches here and there, but I didn't care. My feet were 
bare and bleeding from running on rocky terrain. I didn't know where 
I was running to, or where I was running from. Tears streamed down my 
face, mixing with the blood from all the scratches that the thorny 
branches left on my face. The trees were tall and thick, looming over 
me like dark shadows. The air was tight, and there was not a single 
sound of a bird or beast. _ 

_I ran until I reached a clearing, and then collapsed to my knees, 
gasping so that air could enter my lungs. Finally, I could see the 
night sky, lit with the stars, shining brighter than any jewel upon 
the earth. There was a small brook running nearby, and I rejoiced to 
hear the sound of water. I crouched down next to it, scooping up 
water in my cupped hands, and bringing it up to my lips, which were 
parched and cracked. The water was clean and sweet, and I felt full 
of energy again. I sprayed some more onto my face, and felt it wash 
away the blood and sweat. _ 

_Sighing in relief, I stared at my reflection in the water, which was 
lit up like beads of silver and diamond. I brushed away a strand of 
red hair that had fallen in front of my eyes, I saw that my 
reflection did none of that. I squinted my eyes, but my reflection 
kept on smiling. What was going on? " Who are you?" I whispered, and 
then, shockingly, she answered. _ 

" _I think you know that already, my love, " she replied, with a 
gentle yet clear voice. My eyes widened, and I looked closer at the 
girl in the water, who _was _my reflection, was she not? She seemed 
to be me, but a better version. Her complexion was absolutely 
perfect, unlike mine, which was cut and scarred. Well, at least it 
was now. Her more beautiful features were emphasized, while her less 
attractive ones were, well, hidden. No, this girl in the water was 
not me. She was me, but the perfect version. Her soft, coppery red 



hair, tumbled down her shoulders, and her gentle, silver eyes smiled, 
catching the radiance and light of the stars. But most of all, her 
ears were pointed. The stranger staring up at me from the water was 
an elf. " I will find you someday, my love," she whispered. _ 

_I reached down, as if to stroke the surface of the water, but then I 
heard another voice behind me. This one was stronger, yet no less 
gentle and soft. " Hello, Diane. I believe you already know who I 
am, " it spoke, and I whipped my head back around, and gasped, my jaw 
dropping wide open._ 

_Standing in front of me was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen 
in my life. I was awestruck, for there was absolutely no word in the 
universe that could be fit for describing her beauty. Her white skin 
and gown glowed with a pure, white light. Her long dark hair was 
crowned with a circlet of starlight. Her eyes were a clear blue-no 
wait, grey- no wait, I couldn't decided. They seemed to change color, 
yet they seemed to stay the same. _ 

_Every single one of her features were beyond flawless, and a wide 
circle of light surrounded her. I was sure that my jaw had dug a hole 
in the ground by now, so I was barely able to choke out the words, " 
Varda ElentA;ri, Queen of the Stars!" Immediately, fearful that I was 
going to get blasted to bits if I didn't, I knelt down, dipping my 
head. But then, I felt a soft hand lift up my chin._ 

" _Rise, my dear!" she spoke, her voice more fair than the singing of 
any nightingale. And so I did, very slowly, afraid to look into her 
face, but eventually, I could not help but gaze upon her beauty. _ 

" _My Lady, you have greatly honored me with this visit!" I cried 
out. " But why exactly have you come? I do not think that I am worthy 
to look upon the Queen of the Valar!"_ 

_Varda smiled, her eyes twinkling with light. " All those who believe 
in me are worthy to look upon me. I am here to protect this world, 
not to punish those that oppose it. After all, the stars were not 
made to shine in vain. 

" _I do believe that with all my heart, my Lady, but my world is a 
cruel and harsh one where they cannot pierce the dark storm clouds 
above. Forests are cut down and burned down every day, and waters 
that once ran clear and free are now filled with poison and 
darkness, "I replied. _ 

" _Yet still, there is light! The stars may not be the same 
everywhere, but they are there, and no less beautiful. Do you know 
why they are there, Diane?" I shook my head. " They are there because 
of hope. Never-resting hope that one day, those clouds shall drift 
apart and the starlight shall once again shine on the waters, above 
the trees, crowning the tallest of mountains. There may be darkness 
in the world, and it may drive fear into the bravest of spirits. 

There will be a time when all the world comes crashing down, yet 
there shall still be hope, the gift which Eru IliNvatar has bestowed 
upon all his children, whether they be Eldar or Edain. And now, I 
shall give you a task."_ 

" _0h, my Lady, I shall gladly do anything that you ask of 
me ! 



_The Queen of Heaven gazed upon me, a proud look in her eyes. Then, 
she took my hands in her own, and spoke gently, " I will say this: 
there is a darkness upon the horizon, and there is little chance we 
have of stopping it. But when the world comes crashing down indeed, I 
cannot let it reach the ground. I need it to be held up, and not just 
on the shoulders of a few. Strength must be found again, and with it, 
the stars shall reappear in the sky once more ! 

_I looked into her eyes for the first time, and I saw age after age 
of memory, of shadows and grief, of bliss and light, more than I had 
ever seen before. I nodded slowly, still not completely understanding 
what I was to do. _ 

" _Thank you, my child. Now, I believe that you must have some sort 
of reward," she said, smiling. _ 

_I frowned. " My Lady, what reward? 

" _The one that only the ones with a broken heart desire. But 
remember, keep true to this purpose, and more good fortune shall 
await you down the road!" she said, beaming. _ 

" _Wait, I do not understand!" I cried, but it was in vain, for Varda 
ElentA;ri was gone, and everything faded from my vision. _ 

I awoke, startled. Outside, the rain poured down like rocks hitting 
the pavement. I thought for a moment that I was still in the forest, 
but after groping for the light switch, I found that I was back in my 
room, safe and sound. Did Varda really pay me a visit in my dreams? 
And what had she said? _Some sort of reward. _Hm. Quite abnormal, 
since most surveys proved that the average dream lasted for about 
three seconds. But then again, most surveys proved that most surveys 
were false (ha, get it? _No_? Urn, oka€ | .) I looked outside, and 
realized that it was still nighttime. In fact, I realized, glancing 
at my watch, that it was midnight. Ok, that was weird. I thought 
about the Queen of the Valar had said, and it still made absolutely 
no sense to me, especially the part where the world ended and 
everyone died (THE ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE! Sorry, jk. But I once took this 
quiz that calculated how long you would live if zombies attacked 
earth. Unfortunately, due to my recklessness and lack of 
intelligence, I got two days) . 

But her message really confused me, and I wasn't so sure about the 
reward part either, until it hit mea€ Oh my god. I scrambled out of 
bed and got dressed as fast as I could. I grabbed my purse and phone 
and ran downstairs, tripping over a few stairs, and tumbling down to 
the second floor. I came to hard stop as I bumped my head against the 
wall. How very nice of me. I hoped that the noise hadn't awakened 
Fingolfin, and tiptoed to the door. I put on a pair of old sneakers 
and opened the door, almost slamming into the screen door behind it. 
Groaning, I pushed that one open and burst out into the rain. 

I sprinted to my car, and drove out as fast as I could. I had 
absolutely no idea where I was going, or what I was doing, but 
somehow, I _did_ know. I got on the Queensboro Bridge, glad that 
there was no traffic. There was a bright flame burning in my soul, 
and absolutely nothing that I could do about it. I drove on and on, 
something in the back of my mind urging me on. Finally, I arrived at 
the French restaurant that Tyler had invited me, Blake, and "Joe 
Schmoe" to. It was midnight, so it was closed, but it wasn't the 



restaurant that I cared about. I sprinted as fast as my feet could 
take me (not to brag, but pretty fast for a human) , and by the time I 

reached the river, I was gasping for air. 

My body tinged with energy as I raced alongside the dock. _Come on_ , 
I urged myself. Finally, at the end of the dock, there stood a tall 
figure, facing out to the water, fingers gripping the railing. As I 
neared him, I saw that he had long, dark hair that fell down below 
his shoulders. He was in a white shirt, but because it was soaked by 
the rain, I could see his powerful muscles underneath. He was 
slender, yet in his fist there was great power. I skidded to a stop a 
few feet away from him, all my clothes completely wet. When he turned 
around to look at me, my heart stopped beating, and I grimaced, 
trying to hold back my tears. His skin was beautifully pale, and his 
eyes were bright, yet there was so much pain inside of them, I could 
not bear to look into them. " FA«anor, " I whispered, my voice faint 

on the rain and the wind, but I knew that he could hear me. 

I walked slowly towards him, but after a foot or two, I couldn't 
withstand it anymore, and ran right into him, wrapping my arms around 
him. He was completely soaked from the downpour, but this was the 
most warmth that I had ever felt in weeks. I didn't care that he had 
tried to kill me, or that he had screamed at me, all I cared about 
was that he was safe, and so alive. Oh god, I was crying now. I knew 
that I shouldn't be crying, since having cried so much for the past 
weeks, but it was worth it. 

We stood out in the rain, holding each other, until finally, I pulled 
away. Glancing up, I saw that amidst the raindrops, there were also 
tears streaming down his face. There wasn't really anything to say, I 
had said it all through that embrace, but still, in my mind, I heard 
a voice that said, _I'm sorry for leaving. _ 

_No, _I replied firmly. _I'm sorry. I'm sorry for everything. I 
should never have called you those things. All this time, I've been 
so selfish, wanting you all to myself, I just didn't realize how 
terrible that the things I was doing were. _ 

_I forgive you, Diane. But you do realize this: things can never go 
back to the way they were before, _he replied, and the flame that had 
grown so strong was suddenly quenched. 

My entire body was shaking, not only because of the cold from 
outside, but because of the ice that had just started growing inside 
again, and I knew what I had to do. I blinked back tears, swallowing, 
and croaked, " I know that things are different. I've changed, and so 
have you." I cupped his beautiful, flawless face, and whispered. " It 
is never going to work between us, FA«anor. I think you know that 
already. " He nodded sadly, the pain in his eyes growing. I don't 
think I had ever seen a human in such despair, much less an elf. They 
had been so bright, so full of hope, but now the light had been put 
out. Still, it was for his own good. Love just wasn't going to be a 
part of my story, for it would always ended up shattering, and then 
turn into ashes, blown away by the wind. But as much as I willed 
myself to, I couldn't pull away. _One last kiss, _I thought, hoping 
that he heard me, but even if he didn't, I was sure that he knew. Our 
lips met, and fire engulfed my heart once more, melting the ice 
away . 


It felt so good, and I wished for it to never end, for us to be 



frozen like this forever, because when it ended, it would never 
happen again. His hands cradled by face, and my arms were thrown 
around his neck savoring his warmth, savoring every moment. Tears 
trickled down my face, but I didn't care. We were soaked from head to 
toe, but I didn't care; I felt as warm as ever. All that I cared 
about was FA«anor, and this moment. 

I didn't know how long the kiss lasted, but by the time that we 
pulled apart and headed back to the car, the rain had stopped, the 
dark clouds above pulled apart. It was a very little gap, but wide 
enough for the light of a single star to shine through. 

By the time that we got home, Fingolfin's face was completely red 
with anger. The moment when I entered the door, a stream of words 
came flying out, in a mixture of elvish and english. The only words I 
caught were " rain", " cold", "foolish mortals", and " die!" But 
then, FA«anor came in, and Fingolfin stopped, his face frozen. For a 
moment the two brother stood there, face to face, unmoving. I moved 
back awkwardly, staring at them skeptically. All of a sudden, faster 
than anything I had ever seen, they embraced, each giving the other a 
bone-crushing hug. They then began to talk in elvish (ugh), but 
apparently Fingolfin started the conversation in Sindarin, and 
FA«anor clearly didn't understand a thing, so they switched to 
Quenya . 

I sighed, rolling my eyes. " Ok guys. There's food in the fridge. 
Fingolfin, you've watched enough food network to know how to make a 
dinner that will win chopped. Don't burn down the house, I'm going 
back to sleep." They nodded and went back to talking in elvish, while 
I clambered up the stairs, shaking my head. 

However, it turned out that what I said was completely false. I ended 
up going back downstairs to make dinner for FA«anor, who claimed that 
he had been fed moldy cabbage and dead rats in Mandos. But looking at 
food, made me hungry and Fingolfin as well, so I ended up making 
triple. We lounged on the couch, laughing and playing cards (it 
didn't take long for them to learn), and of course, drowning in wine. 
Well, not literally. I certainly did not end up going back to sleep, 
and neither did Fingolfin. 

In the morning, even better news came. Blake had just woken up from 
her coma, and was coming over with Tyler and Ethan. The moment I saw 
her car pulling up on the driveway, I sprinted down the driveway and 
enclosed her in a hug that apparently crushed the hell out of her. " 
Sorry, " I mumbled, letting go of her, but then she smiled 
mysteriously and gave me a rib-crushing hug right back. Soon, all of 
us were in the living room, laughing and talking. 

Finally, when we were out of words, and there was absolutely nothing 
else to talk about, I jumped up on the couch, and announced, " 

People, after this week, I am going back to school, so make sure to 
drink this house dry!" Blake pulled me back down and gave me the I- 
know- you're- drunk- so- I'm- not- going- to- listen- to- you 
look . 

But then, Ethan asked, " So Diane, do you honestly have nothing to do 
after college?" 


I thought about that for a while, and my mind flew back to the little 
talk I had with my math professor in the library, and jumped up one 



more time. Blake glared at me, but I gave her a look that said 
_please, one last one, _and said quite loudly, " I think that I am 

going to stay in school for the moment, and when I get my bachelor's 

degree, I'm going to leave to produce music!" Everyone looked at me, 
although Fingolfin had a proud look on his face, and FA«anor gave me 
a thumbs-up. " I haven't thought it all out yet, but there is one 
thing that I do know- there is absolutely no way I can continue 

school if my heart isn't in it. But no matter what happens, I'm 

willing to take this risk!" Everyone cheered and applauded, and I 
bowed, but only because I was drunk and overly energetic. 

After Blake, Tyler, and Ethan went home, I suddenly felt very sick, 
and was barely able to make it to the bathroom before I puked. But 
then the coughs and sniffles came in, and before I knew it, I was in 
bed, sneezing every five seconds. FA«anor came in to visit, and the 
first thing I said was, " You lucky elves, with your immortal immune 
systems. Ugh. Why is it that I got sick and you didn't?" 

FA«anor cleared his throat. " Is there anything I can get for you? I 
went online, and it suggested, um, what was it calleda€ i chicken 
soup? " 

" We don't have food for chicken soup," I grumbled, my voice 
hoarse . 

" Maybe we could go to buy some?" 

" Where are you gonna get the money? I haven't gone to work in three 
weeks ! " 

I didn't know if it was my imagination, but I thought FA«anor just 
blushed. I crossed my arms, sighing. " Fine." I rolled out of bed to 
grab my wallet, and realized that it was no longer there. FA«anor 
held it up, grinning. I scowled at him and snatched it out of his 
hand. Fishing out a twenty dollar bill, I slowly and reluctantly 
handed it to him. 

" Don't worry! FA«anor's magic chicken soup always helps!" he 
shouted, running down the stairs, and somehow managing to not 
trip . 


14 . Epilogue 

The two brothers hurried in Gertrude's Fresh Farmlings, slightly 
nervous. This was the first time that they had been in a public place 
without the help (or, rather, human-ness) of Diane. With their hoods 
drawn over their faces, they looked like gangsters, and received some 
disciplinary stares from mothers pushing their baby carriages around. 
" So, where is the macaroni?" Fingolfin asked, waving his fingers 
over the shelf. " Ah hah!" 

They quickly gathered all of the needed ingredients, and crossed 
their fingers that twenty bucks was enough. Luckily, it was, and they 
left the grocery store with a bulging bag of ingredients. " So, 
brother, how was Mandos? And shall I add, for the second time?" 
Fingolfin asked, smirking. 

FA«anor nudged his brother's arm. " It was just as unpleasant. The 
food there is absolutely repulsive!" He shuddered at the memory of 



raw frog's legs and un-seasoned caviar. The grocery store wasn't that 
far from the house, but the two quickly made a wrong turn, and ended 
up on a dark alleyway with no sense of direction at all. 

" Well, lost your intelligence, have we?" FA«anor said to Fingolfin, 
but the second son of FinwA« seemed to have seen something strange, 
and had gone as still as stone. " Fingolfin, what is it? Can we not 
find the way home on your phone?" he said impatiently, but Fingolfin 
shushed him. 

" There is a strange presence herea€ | one that I have not felt in a 
long time, " Fingolfin whispered. 

FA«anor took the matter quite seriously. " Do you meana€ there is 
someone else here from Arda?" he said slowly, and Fingolfin nodded. 

It was getting late, and the sun had already dipped below the 
horizon. As they went in, it seemed to get even darker. 

Being elves, they were completely silent, but even yet, Fingolfin had 
the feeling that they were being watched, and FA«anor constantly 
looked out from side to side, afraid that something was going to jump 
out at thema€ | and it did. In a flash of golden light, a sword point 
landed on FA«anor's breast. The elf's eyes widened, and they did even 
more when he saw who the sword belonged to. It was another elf, in a 
blue tunic adorned with silver designs. He had sharp, sky-blue eyes, 
and the golden hair of the Vanyar. But the most astonishing part was 
the resemblance. Although the golden-haired elf looked more like 
Fingolfin, there was no doubt in FA«anor's eyes now. 

" Finarfin?" FA«anor and Fingolfin said at the same time. 


End 
f ile . 



